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t6 
ALFRED  TENNYSON 

POET  LAUREATE 

Tms  book  i„  i„  ,„.„g,,3,  has  recalled  often  ,o  my 
."emo,y  a  man  with  whose  friendship  we  were  once 
honored,  .0  whom  no  region  of  En  iish  L^ra 

yfts  of  Nature,  was  most  eminently  distinguished  by 
.he  nobles,  and  the  rarest.-just  judgment  and  high' 
hear  ed  patnotism.     It  wotUd  have  been  hence  , 
peculiar  pleasure  and  pride  to  dedicate  what  I  have 
endeavoured  to  make  a  true  national  Anthology  of 
hree  cen.unes  to  Hen^  Hallam.     But  he  is  4ond 
h   reach  of  any  human  tokens  of  love  and  revereLe, 
and  I  desrre  therefore  to  place  before  i,  a  name  united 
wth  h,s  by  associations  which,  while  Poetry  retains 

J  yji  ireiyn  Uinas,  Jed  me  to  beein  thp 

work,  and  it  has  been  completed  under  you?! 

ud  assrstance.     For  the  favour  now  asked  I  have 

hus  a  second  reason  :  and  to  this  I  may  add,    he 

homage  which  is  your  right  as  Poet,  and  the  grat  .ude 

^-jo  a  I-riend,  whose  regard  I  rate  at  noLm': 


■  ^"mU  mc  then  lo  i„.„ih,  , 

-h-'-.  I  hope,  may  ,Zo"^  ,      '°'"''"  »   "-k 

"f  animation  .„  f™„ds  whin    k    '        "'  '  ••>  '"'"«' 

»-ens„,i.„uei,:,;:,r^^7-'-"-'.^bfe.„ 

companionship  of  ,h„  wise  .™,  .^  V'"  '"^ 
beawy  wliieh  (lie  eye  cnnnn,  ^    '''  "'"'  *= 

"^-d  in  silence.     If  .rCor;-"""  "■^'  '""*  ""'^ 
ho'w  of  delight  ,0  l!  '""  f"""'  ••>  s'ore. 

'7-wLi;Lt:t"Vetirr--n. 

and  those  who  love  them  ,  "^  ^"''^  'hem. 

-^  the  desire  cnte  Wd ^  7  ^  ^'^.'"^"'  '''  '^- 
a'^complished.  ^'"'"'"S  "  ^^'^1  be  fully 


May:  i86i 


KT.p. 


PREFACE 

This  little  Collection  difTerQ  in„K<.i-  i  <• 
in  the  attempt  made?oSul  'i^^^,^^l[J^ '  f^^^^  ^^^^ers 
Lyrical  pieces  and  Sones  in  our  inVi  ^^'  "'"^mal 
fevy  regretfully  omitted  iracco-To^^^'"'^^^^ 
writers  not  living.-and  none  beside  the  bi,?^ir  ^^ 
familiar  verses  will  hence  hL  ^ !  •  ^  ^^^^'  ^^ny 
which  should  be  famniar  --the  E^iM ''^  ^.'^""y  ""^'^ 
his  fittest  readers  those  wh^i.     n*°'  "^'^  *"^S''^«-d  as 

he  can  offer  them   nothJ""      ?  ^^'^^^  ^°  ^^".  that 
valued.  "^''''"S:  not  already  known  and 

exh'atife'd^SniWrvric.lt^'.  "'^    «*"^'    "-^ 
found  the  task  of  Zcticitet  '^"'  ^e  has 

ness  and  in  Lnity  Ts  he  ^^n """  ^''"■T^  '"  ^l^'-^r- 

ot  human  passion,-have  been  exrl,,.?.  i  *''|,  coJo""ng 
poetry,  except  in  the  wTrv  ..t^     "''^'^-    Humourous 

what  is  commonly  underslon/ h„  cl        "''^,"  ''™ 
conformii;;  to  Lvric-ll  r«^,  ?,°       ?  ^°"S,  and  rarely 

claimed  with  Derhan<rimf,^  Lord  Ullm,  might  be 
descriptive  seleSion  wHkV"'-r  ^f  ^  ""^^^^^^^  o^ 
to  Ballads  and  Sonne'ts  the  Fnf  ''^''""f  "^P^"^"^ 
he  has  taken  his  utmost  n..-nc^i°'-^.^"  ^^^'^  '^^^^  that 
or  partiality  P^'"'  ^°  ^^^^'^^  ^'thout  caprice 


we  should  require  finish  in  proportion    o  be'vkvl^ 

-St?The"tn' rt -'^^^^ 

responsible.     '    ^"'^    '^'''''    '^'    Editor    is    alone 

.11?.''^"' -If  """'^  collection,  with  the  whole  works  of    ' 


various  and  so  opposed  during  these  three  centuries  of 
Poetry,  that  a  rapid  passage  between  old  and  new, 
like  rapid  alteration  of  the  eye's  focus  in  looking  at 
the  landscape,  will  always  be  wearisome  and  hurtful 
to  the  sense  of  Beauty,  The  poems  have  been  there- 
fore distributed  into  Books  corresponding,  I  to  the 
ninety  years  closing  about  i6l6,  II  thence  to  1700, 
III  to  1800,  IV  to  the  half  century  just  ended.  Or, 
looking  at  the  Poets  who  more  or  less  give  each 
portion  its  distinctive  character,  they  might  be  called 
the  Books  of  Shakespeare,  Milton,  Gray,  and  Words- 
worth. _  The  volume,  in  this  respect,  so  far  as  the 
limitations  of  its  range  allow,  accurately  reflects  the 
natural  growth  and  evolution  of  our  Poetry.  A 
rigidly  chronological  sequence,  however,  rather  fits 
collection  aiming  at  instruction  than  at  pleasure,  an^ 
the  wisdom  which  comes  through  pleasure: — within 
each  book  the  pieces  have  therefore  been  arranged  in 
gradations  of  feeling  or  subject.  And  it  is  hoped 
that  the  contents  of  this  Anthology  will  thus  be  found 
to  present  a  certain  unity,  '  as  episodes,'  in  the  noble 
language  of  Shelley,  '  to  that  great  Poem  which  all 
poets,  like  the  co-operating  thoughts  of  one  great 
mind,  have  built  up  since  the  beginning  of  the 
world.' 

As  he  closes  his  long  survey,  the  Editor  trusts  he 
may  add  without  egotism,  that  he  has  found  the  vague 
general  verdict  of  popular  Fame  more  just  than  those 
have  thought,  who,  with  too  severe  a  criticism,  would 
confine  judgments  on  Poetry  to  *  the  selected  few  of 
many  generations.'  Not  many  appear  to  have  gained 
reputation  without  some  gift  or  performance  that,  in  due 
degree,  deserved  it :  and  if  no  verses  by  certain  writers 
who  show  less  strength  than  sweetness,  or  more 
thought  than  mastery  of  expression,  are  printed  in 
this  volume,  it  should  not  be  imagined  that  they  have 
been  excluded  without  much  hesitation  and  regret, — 
far  less  that  they  have  been  slighted.  Throughout 
this  vast  and  pathetic  array  of  Singers  now  silent,  few 
have  been  honoured  with  the  name  Poet,  and  have 
not  possessed  a  skill  in  words,  a  sympathy  with  beauty, 
a  tenderness  of  feeling,  or  seriousness  in  reflection, 
which  render  their  works,  although  never  perhans 


mediocre  poetry  for  hnxv  «,„^»,  "^    ^^   ^^en 

to  the  best !  S'e  the  febS  L^nf-  "''r^^  ^"'^^^^^^ 
but  with  a  more  various  power  thll"  °^  '^Z  f ^°r^«' 
can  confer  on  each  nJ  nY  V  ^rr"'''^^'''  ^^  ^^is  Art 
blessing:  on  eaSv  vearfV^^  ^-^^^  ^^^  appropriate 
Calm,  on  age  YouthSc  ^^Pf  "^"^e,  on  maturity 
'mor^  golS  than  eS d  '  L  '''^''^^^- 

healthie?waysthan%f:'L    h?wl"d  ^nd'^^^  '""^ 
mg  to  us  the  lessons  of  Nature      n!'  t^  ^^terpret- 

for  herself.     Her  true  accent,    if  ^^       i*"  ^^^""^^  ^^'^ 
executed  with  success   m.v  i   '  /  ^^,^  P'^''  ^^^  been 

following  pages'l'SS  th^P^^t  SSl"',  ^'^ 
honoured,  wherever  iii^  ,,      .    ^^^l^  o* -i^ngland  are 

world  is 'spoken  Tt  is  honerTTT  .i'"^".^^  ^^  ^^e 
audience.  '  "^^'^  ^^""^  ^^^X  will  find  fit 

1861 
Some    poems,   especially  in  Book  T    hn^«  k 

when  SSri4  rirharvesrZ'"  •'^-  ^?"» 

=>n,l(i„  regard  totheSdi&;-s  of    88,f  llf  .."""T'- 
careMyrevisedafSS.a.™sXs"lf^^^^^^^ 
seemed  best,  for  many  reasons  lo  rXn,),;    "  ■'"' 

"i^n'let^ng"'^  gife^  T«-'> '» '^o" "fi 
cem„ry^fa'no°»  offered?'"'  ''="  °'  '"^  '-'-'-"6 

1883-1890-1891 
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Com  doth  na  ^in^^X;^^^  ^  -K> 
Cuckoo,  jug-jug,  pu-we,  to-witta-vvoo  !    ^ 

I^I'n.rr"^  f "'^  ']''''y  "'-'^^^  country  houses  gav 
Lambs  fnsk  and  play,  the  shepherds  pipedfdav 
And  we  hear  aye  birds  tune  this  merry  l^y         ' ' 
Cuckoo,  jug-jug,  pii-we,  to-witta-woo. 

In  every7treet   hese  t  fnZ'"'''  ^-'""^'"8  '^'' 

CuckL  7ug.ju„  luTe  ?!'■  T  ^°  g--^^^ 
qnr;;„  i-*!^?'  P"'^^'  to-witta-woo  ! 
^pnng  !  the  sweet  Spring  ! 

T.  A'as/t. 
li 


2 


Book 


ir 

THE  FAIRY  LIFE 
I 

Where  the  bee  sucks,  there  suck  T  • 

In  a  cowslip's  bell  I  lie  ; 

There  I  couch,  when  owls  do  cry  ■ 

On  the  bat's  back  I  do  fly 

After  summer  merrily. 

Merrily  merrily,  shall  I  live  now, 

Under  the  blossom  that  hangs  on  the  bough 


III 


Come  unto  these  yellow  sands. 

And  then  take  hands  : 
Courtsied  when  you  have,  and  kiss'd 

The  wild  waves  whist. 
Foot  it  featly  here  and  there  ; 
And,  sweet  Sprites,  the  burthen  bear. 
Hark,  hark  ! 

Bow-bow. 
The  watch -dogs  bark  : 

Bow-wow. 
Hark,  hark  !  I  hear 
The  strain  of  strutting  chanticleer 
Cry,  Cock-a-dlddle-dow ! 

IV.  Shakespeare 


IV 

SUMMONS  TO  LOVE 

Phoebus,  arise  ! 

And  paint  the  sable  skies 

With  azure,  white,  and  red  : 

Rouse  Memnon's  mother  from  her  Tithon's  bed 


1 


First 


1, 


the  bough 


ss'd 


)ear. 


'speare 


thon's  bed 


That  she  may  thy  career  with  roses  spread  : 

The  nightingales  thy  coming  each-where  sing  : 

Make  an  eternal  Spring  ! 

Give  life  to  this  dark  world  which  lieth  dead  ; 

Spread  forth  thy  golden  hair 

In  larger  locks  than  thou  wast  wont  before, 

And  emperor-like  decore 

With  diadem  of  pearl  thy  temples  fair : 

Chase  hence  the  ugly  night 

Which  serves  but  to  make  dear  thy  glorious  light. 

— This  is  that  happy  morn, 

That  day,  long-wished  day 

Of  all  my  life  so  dark, 

(If  cruel  stars  have  not  my  ruin  sworn 

And  fates  my  hopes  betray). 

Which,  purely  white,  deserves 

An  everlasting  diamond  should  it  mark. 

This  is  the  morn  should  bring  unto  this  grove 

My  Love,  to  hear  and  recompense  my  love. 

Fair  King,  who  all  preserve.^. 

But  show  thy  blushing  beams, 

And  thou  two  sweeter  eyes 

Shalt  see  than  those  which  by  Peneus'  streams 

Did  once  thy  heart  surprize. 

Now,  Flora,  deck  thyself  in  fairest  guise  : 

If  that  ye  winds  would  hear 

A  voice  surpassing  far  Amphion's  lyre. 

Your  furious  chiding  stay  ; 

Let  Zephyr  only  breathe, 

And  with  her  tresses  play. 

— The  winds  all  silent  are. 

And  Phoebus  in  his  chair 

Ensaffroning  sea  and  air 

Makes  vanish  every  star  : 

Night  like  a  drunkard  reels 

Jeyond  the  hills,  to  shun  his  flaming  wheels  : 

1  he  fields  with  flowers  are  deck'd  in  every  hue, 

The  clouds  with  orient  gold  spangle  their  blue  ; 

Here  is  the  pleasant  place— 

And  nothing  wanting  is,  save  She,  alas  ! 

fV.  Drummond  of  Havthomdm 


Book 


TIME  AND  LOVE 
I 

When  I  have  seen  by  Time's  fell  hand  defaced 
1  he  rich  proud  cost  of  out-worn  buried  age  ; 
When  sometime  lofty  towers  I  see  down-mzed. 
And  brass  eternal  slave  to  mortal  rage  ; 
When  I  have  seen  the  hungry  ocean  gain 
Advantage  on  the  kingdom  of  the  shore, 
And  the  firm  soil  win  of  the  watery  main 
Increasing  store  with  loss,  and  loss  with  store  ; 
When  I  have  seen  such  interchange  of  state 
Or  state  itself  confounded  to  decay, 

5u'"  ^^^  ^^"S'^^  '"^  *h"s  to  ruminate— 

1  hat  Time  will  come  and  take  my  Love  away  ; 

-This  thought  is  as  a  death,  which  cannot  choose 
But  weep  to  have  that  which  it  fears  to  lose. 

IV.  Shakespeare 

VI 

2 

Since  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  earth,  nor  boundless  sea. 

«ut  sad  mortality  o'ersways  their  power. 

How  with  this  rage  shall  beauty  hold  a  plea. 

Whose  action  is  no  stronger  than  a  flower  ? 

O  how  shall  summer's  honey  breath  hold  out 

Against  the  wreckful  siege  of  battering  days, 

When  rocks  impregnable  are  not  so  stout 

iMor  gates  of  steel  so  strong,  but  time  decays? 

O  fearful  meditation  !  where,  alack  ! 

Shall  Time's  best  jewel  from  Time's  chest  lie  hid  ? 

Or  what  strong  hand  can  hold  his  swift  foot  back. 

Ur  who  his  spoil  of  beauty  can  forbid  ? 

O  !  none,  unless  this  miracle  have  might. 

ihat  m  black  ink  my  love  may  still  shme  onght. 

W,  Shakespeare 
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VII 

THE  I'ASSrONATE  SHEPHERD   TO  HIS 
LOVE 

Come  live  with  me  and  be  my  Love, 
And  we  will  all  the  pleasures  prove 
That  hills  and  valleys,  dale  and  field. 
And  all  the  craggy  mountains  yield. 

There  will  we  sit  upon  the  rocks 
And  see  the  shepherds  feed  their  flocks. 
By  shallow  rivers,  to  whose  falls 
Melodious  birds  sing  madrigals. 

There  will  I  make  thee  beds  of  roses 
And  a  thousand  fragrant  posies, 
A  cap  of  flowers,  and  a  kirtle 
Embroider'd  all  with  leaves  of  myrtle. 

A  gown  made  of  the  finest  wool, 
Which  from  our  pretty  lambs  we  pull, 
Fair  lined  slippers  for  the  cold, 
With  buckles  of  the  purest  gold. 

A  belt  of  straw  and  ivy  buds 
With  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs  : 
And  if  these  pleasures  may  thee  move, 
Come  live  with  me  and  be  my  Love. 

Thy  silver  dishes  for  thy  meat  > 
As  precious  as  tlie  gods  do  eat, 
Shall  on  an  ivory  table  be 
Prepared  each  day  for  thee  and  me. 

The  shepherd  swains  shall  dance  and  sing 
For  thy  delight  each  May-morning  : 
If  these  delights  thy  mind  niay  move. 
Then  live  with  me  and  be  my  Love. 

C.  Marloxve 
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VIII 


OMNIA    VINCIT 

Fain  would  I  change  that  note 
ro  which  fond  Love  hath  charm'd  nie 
Ivong  long  to  sing  by  rote, 
Fancying  that  that  harm'd  me  : 
Yet  when  this  thought  doth  come 
Love  is  the  perfect  sum 
Of  all  delight,' 
I  have  no  other  choice 
Either  for  pen  or  voice 
To  sing  or  write. 

O  Love  !  they  wrong  thee  much 
Ihat  say  thy  sweet  is  bitter, 
When  thy  rich  fruit  is  such 
As  nothing  can  be  sweeter. 
Fair  house  of  joy  and  bliss, 
Where  truest  pleasure  is, 

I  do  adore  thee  : 
I  know  thee  what  thou  art, 
I  serve  thee  with  my  heart, 

And  fall  before  thee  ! 

Anon, 


IX 

A  MADRIGAL 

Crabbed  Age  and  Youth 
Cannot  live  together  : 
Youth  is  full  of  pleasance, 
Age  is  full  of  care  ; 
Youth  like  summer  morn. 
Age  like  winter  weather, 
Youth  like  summer  brave, 
Age  like  winter  bare : 


n'd  nic 


lie 


First 

Youth  is  full  of  sport, 
Age's  breath  is  short, 
Youth  is  nimble,  Age  is  lame  : 
Youth  is  hot  and  bold. 
Age  is  weak  and  cold, 
Youth  is  wild,  and  Age  is  tame  :— 
Age,  I  do  abhor  thee. 
Youth,  I  do  adore  thee  ; 
O  !  my  Love,  my  Love  is  young  ! 
Age,  I  do  defy  thee— 
O  sweet  shepherd,  hie  thee. 
For  methinks  thou  stay'st  too  long. 
IV,  Shakespeare 


Under  the  greenwood  tree 
Who  loves  to  lie  with  me. 
And  turn  his  merry  note 
Unto  the  sweet  bird's  throat- 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither  ! 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

Who  doth  ambition  shun 
And  loves  to  live  i'  the  sun. 
Seeking  the  food  he  eats 
And  pleased  with  what  he  gets- 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither  ! 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 

W.  Shakespeare 
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XI 

It  was  a  lover  and  his  lass 

With  a  hey  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino  ! 
Ihat  ocr  the  green  eoin-field  did  pass 
In  the  spring  time,  the  only  pretty  ring  time 
When  bn-ds  do  sing  hey  ding  a  ding  :  ' 

Sweet  lovers  love  the  Spring, 

TJetween  the  acres  of  thf  rye 
IJese  pretty  eountry  folks  would  lie: 
Ihis  carol  they  began  that  hour, 
ilow  that  life  was  but  a  flower  : 

And  therefore  take  the  present  time 

With  a  hey  and  a  ho  and  a  hey  nonino  ! 
J  oi  love  IS  c'-own^d  with  the  prime 
In  spring  time,  the  only  pretty  ring  time, 
When  birds  do  sing  hey  ding  a  ding  :      ' 
Sweet  lovers  love  the  Spring. 

W.  Shakespeare 
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PRESENT  m  ABSENCE 

Absence,  hear  thou  this  protestation 

Against  thy  strength. 

Distance,  and  length  ; 
IJo  what  thou  canst  for  alteration  • 

J- or  hearts  of  truest  mettle 
Absence  doth  join,  and  Time  doth  settle 

Who  loves  a  mistress  of  such  quality. 
His  mmd  hath  found 
Affection's  ground 
'eyond  time,  place,  and  mortality, 
"  <»  hearts  that  cannot  vary 
A.   '=H.  IS  pi-ent,  Time  doth  tarry 
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JJy  absence  this  good  means  I  gain 
That  I  can  catch  her,  ' 

Where  none  can  match  her, 

In  some  rlose  corner  of  my  brain  : 
1  lie  e  1  i.-nbrace  and  kiss  her  ; 

And  so  I  b.th  enjoy  and  miss  lier. 

/.  Donnt 


lie: 


le 

nonino  I 

e 

K  time, 

If-- 

cspeare 


XIII 


ion 


VIA  A  MORIS 

V,^i  Vr7'  '"^>'  ^°"  "^y  ^^''^^  Parnassus  be, 
And  that  my  Muse,  to  some  ears  not  unsweet, 
1  cinpers  her  words  to  trampling  horses'  feet 
More  oft  than  to  a  chamber-melody,— 
Now,  blessed  you  l,ear  onward  blessed  me 
1  o  her,  where  I  my  heart,  safe-left,  shall  meet  • 

^^XT  ?"^  ^  T'\  >'""  °^  ^"'y  greet  "'  * 

With  thanks  and  wishes,  wishing  thankfully  • 

l|e  you  still  fair,  honour'd  by  public  heed  • 

By  no  encroachment  wrong'd,  nor  time  forgot : 

And  ^T^  ^r  ^^°°;^'  "°^  ^^'-^"^^^l  for  sinfS  deed  ; 
And  that  you  know  I  envy  you  no  lot 

Hundreds  of  years  you  Stella's  feet  may  kiss  I 

Sir  I\  Sidney 
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XIV 

ABSENCE 

iS  y°'".  «^^^^'  ^vhat  shpuld  I  do  but  tend 
Upon  the  hours  and  times  of  your  de.sire  ? 
1  have  no  precious  time  at  all  to  spend 
A  or  services  to  do,  till  you  require  • 

WhiltT  ^ '''^'''  the  worId-witho«t-end-hour 
Whilst  I  my  sovereign,  watch  the  clock  for  vou 
Nor  think  the  bitterness  of  absence  sour       ^      ' 
When  you  have  bid  your  servant  once  adieu  : 


lo 


Book 


Nor  dare  I  question  with  my  jealous  thought 

Snvi      r,   '^"^  '^^''^'  '^''^y  ^"d  think  of  nought 
Save,  where  you  are,  how  happy  you  make^hose  ;- 
So  true  a  fool  is  love,  that  in  your  will 
1  hough  you  do  anything,  he  thinks  no  ill. 

W.  Shakespeare 


XV 

From  Th  ^  "IJ"*'',  ''^^^  "^^  ^^^^"^^  ^een 

I  rom  Ihee,  the  pleasure  of  the  fleeting  year  ! 

vvnat  old  December's  bareness  every  where  ' 
And  yet  this  time  removed  was  summer's  time  • 

Bearin^Ti;"^  '"?"^"^  ^H  ^^^^  "'^h  increase,     " 
Jieanng  the  wanton  burden  of  the  prime 

Like  widow  d  wombs  after  their  lords'  decease  • 

Vet  this  abundant  issue  seem'd  to  me 

J^ut  hope  of  orphans,  and  unfather'd  fruit  • 

P  or  summer  and  his  pleasures  wait  on  thee, 

And,  thou  away,  the  very  birds  are  mute  • 

rL'f  u^^  'f^\  '^^'  r^^  «°  dull  a  cheer,   ' 

That  leaves  look  pale,  dreading  the  winter's  near. 

IV.  Shakespeare 

XVI 
A  CONSOLATION 

When  in  disgrace  with  fortune  and  men's  eyes 
A    i  f  ^°"e  beweep  my  outcast  state,  ^ 

And  rouble  deaf  heaven  with  my  bootless  cries 
And  look  upon  myself,  and  curse  my  fate  ' 

Wishing  me  like  to  one  more  rich  in  hope' 
featured  like  him,  like  him  with  friends  possest 

Wlh  X' I  m' t  "^'  ^"^^  ^^^^  man's  scSpt' 
with  what  I  most  enjoy  contented  least; 


thought 
ippose, 
»f  nought 
make  those  ;- 
II 
10  ill. 

.  Shakespeare 


een 

ig  year ! 
days  seen, 
vhere  ! 

:r's  time  : 
:rease, 
ne 
decease  : 

ruit ; 
thee, 
■te; 

I', 

titer's  near, 

Shakespeare 


First 


ir 


Yet  m  these  thoughts  myself  almost  despising 
Haply  I  thmk  on  Thee— and  then  my  state 
Like  to  the  lark  at  break  of  day  arising       ' 
From  sullen  earth,  sings  hymns  at  heaven's  gate  • 

Th!;/fcT*  ^''^\  ^^"^^"^ber'd,  such  wealth  brings 
That  then  I  scorn  to  change  my  state  with  kings. 

W.  Shakespeare 

XVII 

THE  UNCHANGEABLE 

0  never  say  that  I  was  false  of  heart, 
Though  absence  seem'd  my  flame  to  qualifv  • 
As  easy  might  I  from  myself  depart 

As  from  my  soul,  which  in  thy  breast  doth  lie  ; 
That  is  my  home  of  love  ;  if  I  have  ranged, 
J -ike  him  that  travels,  I  return  again, 
.Tust  to  the  time   not  with  the  time  exchanged, 
t50  that  myself  bring  water  for  my  stain. 
Never  believe,  though  in  my  nature  reign'd 
All  frailties  that  besiege  all  kinds  of  blJod, 

1  hat  It  could  so  preposterously  be  stain'd 
lo  leave  for  nothing  all  thy  sum  of  good  : 
For  nothing  this  wide  universe  I  call, 
Save  thou,  my  rose  :  in  it  thou  art  my  all. 

W.  Shakespeare 
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XVIII 

To  me,  fair  Friend,  you  never  can  be  old, 
J  or  as  you  were  when  first  your  eye  I  eyed 
Such  seems  your  beauty  still.     Three  winters  cold 
Have  from  the  forests  shook  three  summers'  pride  ; 
Three  beauteous  springs  to  yellow  autumn  turn'd 
In  process  of  the  seasons  have  I  seen, 
1  hree  April  perfumes  in  three  hot  Junes  burn'd, 
Since  first  I  saw  you  fresh,  which  yet  are  green. 
Ah  !  yet  doth  beauty,  like  a  dial-hand, 
5leai  irom  his  (igure,  and  no  pace  perceived ; 


(i      !i 


12 


Book 


So  your  s^yeet  hue,  which  methinks  still  doth  stind 
Hath  motion,  and  mine  eye  may  be  deceived  ' 

Jor  fear  of  which,  hear  this,  thou  age  unbred 
Ere  you  were  born,  was  bea^ity's  sur?mer  dead." 

W.  Shakespeare 

J^OSALINE 

Like  to  the  clear  in  highest  sphere 
Where  all  miperial  glory  shines, 
U   se  fsame  colour  is  her  hair 
Whether  unfolded,  or  in  twines  : 

Heigh  ho,  fair  Rosaline  ! 
i  ler  eyes  are  sapphires  set  in  snow, 
Kesemb  mg  heaven  by  every  wink 
1  he  Gods  do  fear  whenas  they  glow, 
"x?  ?  do  tremble  when  I  think 

Weigh  ho,  would  she  were  mine  ! 

Her  cheeks  are  like  the  blushing  cloud 
Ihat  beautifies  Aurora's  face, 
4i  r^^'^%  ^'l''^""  crimson  shroud 
Tt  ^^^f'^i  smiling  looks  doth  grace  • 
Heigh  ho,  fair  Rosaline  !  ^         ' 

Her  hps  are  like  two  budded  roses 
Whom  ranks  of  lilies  neighbour  nit:h 

Apt  to  entice  a  deity  : 

Heigh  ho,  would  she  were  mine  ! 
Her  neck  is  like  a  stately  tower 
W  here  Love  himself  imprison'd  lies, 
Jo  watch  for  glances  every  hour 
I'lom  her  divine  and  sacred  eyes  • 

Heigh  ho,  for  Rosaline  ! 
Her  paps  are  centres  of  delight 
Her  breasts  are  orbs  of  heavenly  frame 
Where  Nature  moulds  the  dew  of  lig In' 
'l^^d  perfection  with  the  same  : 
ileigh  ho,  would  she  were  mine  ! 
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With  orient  pearl,  with  ruby  red, 
With  marble  white,  with  sapphire  bhie 
Her  body  every  way  is  fed, 
Yet  soft  in  touch  and  sweet  in  view  • 

Heigh  ho,  fair  Rosaline  ! 
Nature  herself  her  shape  admires  ; 
The  Gods  are  wounded  in  her  sight ; 
And  Love  forsakes  his  heavenly  fires 
And  at  her  eyes  his  brand  doth  light  : 

Heigh  ho,  would  she  were  mine  ! 
Then  muse  not,  Nymphs,  though  I  bemoan 
Ihe  absence  of  fair  Rosaline, 
J^-  e  for  a  fair  there's  fairer  none, 
Nor  for  her  virtues  so  divine  : 
.-  .  ,  ,   Heigh  ho,  fair  Rosaline  ; 
Heigh  ho,  my  heart !  would  God  that  she  were  mine  ! 

T,  Lodge 
XX 

COLIN 
Beauty  sat  bathing  by  a  spring 

Where  fairest  shades  did  hide  her  ; 
The  winds  blew  calm,  the  birds  did  sinr, 

Ihe  cool  streams  ran  beside  her. 
Aly  wanton  thoughts  enticed  mine  eve 

To  see  what  was  forbidden  : 
But  better  memory  said,  fie  ! 
So  vain  desire  was  chidden  :— 

Hey  nonny  nonny  O  .' 
Hey  nonny  nonny ! 
Into  a  slumber  then  I  fell, 
When  fond  imagihation 
Seemed  to  see,  but  could  not  tell 

Her  feature  or  her  fashion. 
But  ev'n  as  babes  in  dreams  do  smile 
And  sometimes  fall  a-weeping,        ' 
So  I  awaked,  as  wise  this  while  ' 
As  when  I  fell  a-sleeping  :— 

Hey  nonny  nonny  O ! 
Hey  nonny  nonny ! 

The  Shepherd  TtmU 
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XXI 

^  PICTURE 

Sweet  Love,  if  thou  wilt  gain  a  monarcli's  glory, 
SubcUie  her  heart,  who  makes  me  glad  and  sorn-  • 
<Jut  of  thy  golden  quiver 
Take  thou  thy  strongest  arrow 
That  will  through  bone  and  marrow. 
And  me  and  thee  of  grief  and  fear  deliver  — 
±5ut  come  behind,  for  if  she  look  upon  thee 
Alas  !  poor  Love  !  then  thou  art  woe-begon'e  thee  ! 

'  Anon, 


XXII 

A  SONG  FOR  MUSIC 

Weep  you  no  more,  sad  fountains  .— 

What  need  you  flow  so  fast  ? 
Look  how  the  snowy  mountains 

Heaven's  sun  doth  gently  waste  ! 
But  my  Sun's  heavenly  eyes 
View  not  your  weeping, 
That  now  lies  sleeping 
Softly,  now  softly  lies, 
Sleeping. 

Sleep  is  a  reconciling, 

A  rest  that  peace  begets  :— 
Doth  not  the  sun  rise  smiling. 
When  fair  at  even  he  sets  ? 

—Rest  you,  then,  rest,  sad  eyes  ! 
Melt  not  in  weeping  ! 
While  She  lies  sleeping 
Softly,  now  softly  lies, 
Sleeping  ! 

Anon, 
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XXIII 

TO  HIS  LOVE 

Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer's  day  ? 

Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more  temperate  : 

Rough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  May, 

And  summer's  lease  hath  all  too  short  a  date  : 

Sometime  too  hot  the  eye  of  heaven  shines, 

And  often  is  his  gold  complexion  dimm'd  :' 

And  every  fair  from  fair  sometime  declines, 

By  chance,  or  nature's  changing  course,  untrimm'd. 

But  thy  eternal  summer  shall  not  fade 

Nor  lose  possession  of  that  fair  thou  owest  ; 

Nor  shall  Death  brag  thou  wanderest  in  his' shade, 

When  m  eternal  lines  to  time  thou  growest:— 

.So  long  as  men  cr.n  breathe,  or  eyes  can  see. 

So  long  lives  this,  and  this  gives  life  to  thee'. 

W.  Shakespeare 
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TO  HIS  LOVE 

When  in  the  chronicle  of  wasted  time 

I  see  descriptions  of  the  fairest  wights. 

And  beauty  making  beautiful  old  rhyme 

In  praise  of  ladies  dead,  and  lovely  knights  ; 

Then  in  the  blazon  of  sweet  beauty's  best 

Of  hand,  of  foot,  of  lip,  of  eye,  of  brow, 

I  see  their  antique  pen  would  have  exprest 

Ev'n  such  a  beauty  as  you  master  now. 

So  all  their  praises  are  but  prophecies 

Of  this  our  time,  all,  you  prefiguring ; 

And  for  they  look'd  but  with  divining  eyes, 

They  had  not  skill  enough  your  worth  to  sing  : 

For  we,  which  now  behold  these  present  days. 

Have  eyes  to  wonder,  but  luck  tongues  to  praise. 

IV.  Shakespeare 
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XXV 

BASIA 

Turn  back,  you  wanton  flyer, 
And  answer  my  desire 

With  mutual  greeting 
Yet  bend  a  little  nearer,— 
True  beauty  still  shines  clearer 

In  closer  meeting  ! 
Hearts  with  hearts  delighted 
Should  strive  to  be  united, 
iiach  other's  arms  with  arms  enchaining  — 

Hearts  with  a  thought, 
Rosy  hps  with  a  kiss  still  entertaining. 

What  harvest  half  so  sweet  is 
As  still  to  reap  the  kisses 

Grown  ripe  in  sowing  ? 
And  straight  to  be  receiver 
Of  that  which  thou  art  giver, 

Rich  in  bestowing  ? 
There  is  no  strict  observing 
Of  times'  or  seasons'  swerving, 
There  is  ever  one  fresh  spring  abiding  ;_ 
1  hen  what  we  sow  with  our  lips' 
Let  us  reap,  love's  gains  dividing. 

'J\  Cavipion 


XXVI 

ADVICE  TO  A  GIRL 

Never  love  unless  you  can 

Bear  with  all  the  faults  of  man  ! 

Men  sometimes  will  jealous  be 

Though  but  little  cause  they  see 

And  hang  the  head  as  discontent 

And  speak  what  straight  they  will  repent. 
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Men,  that  but  one  Saint  adore, 
Make  a  show  of  love  to  more  ; 
Ikauty  must  be  scorn'd  in  none, 
Though  but  truly  served  in  one  : 
For  vi^hat  is  courtship  but  disguise  ? 
True  hearts  may  have  dissembling  eyes. 

Men,  when  their  affairs  require. 
Must  awhile  themselves  retire  ; 
Sometimes  hunt,  and  sometimes  hawk. 
And  not  ever  sit  and  talk  : — 
If  these  and  such-like  you  can  bear. 
Then  like,  and  love,  and  never  fear  ! 

T.  Campion 
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XXVII 

LOVE'S  PERJURIES 

On  a  day,  alack  the  day ! 
Love,  whose  month  is  ever  May, 
Spied  a  blossom  passing  fair 
Playing  in  the  wanton  air : 
Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind, 
AH  unseen,  'gan  passage  find  ; 
That  the  lover,  sick  to  death, 
Wish'd  himself  the  heaven's  breath. 
Air,  quoth  he,  thy  cheeks  may  blow  ; 
Air,  would  I  might  triumph  so  ! 
But,  alack,  my  hand  is  sworn 
Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn  : 
Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet  ; 
Youth  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet. 
Do  not  call  it  ?,in  in  me 
That  I  am  forsworn  for  thee  : 
Thou  for  whom  Jove  would  swear 
Juno  but  an  Ethiope  were, 
And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 
Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. 

IV.  Shakespeare 


tS 


Book 


XXVIII 

A  SUPPLICATION 

forget  not  yet  the  tried  intent 
Of  such  a  truth  as  I  have  meant  5 
My  great  travail  so  gladly  spent, 
Forget  not  yet ! 

Forget  not  yet  when  first  began 
The  weary  life  ye  know,  since  whan 
1  he  suit,  the  service  none  tell  can  ; 
Forget  not  yet ! 

Forget  not  yet  the  great  assays, 

i  he  cruel  wrong,  the  scornful  ways, 

1  he  painful  patience  in  delays. 

Forget  not  yet ! 

Forget  not !  O,  forget  not  this, 
IIow  long  ago  hath  been,  and  is 
The  mind  that  never  meant  amiss — 
Forget  not  yet  ! 

Forget  not  then  thine  own  approved 
rhe  which  so  long  hath  thee  so  loved, 
Avhose  steadfast  faith  yet  never  moved— 
Forget  not  this ! 

Sir  T.  Wynt 

xxix 

TO  AURORA 

0  if  thou  knew'st  how  thou  thyself  dost  harm, 
And  dost  prejudge  thy  bliss,  and  spoil  my  rest  ; 

1  hen  thou  would'st  melt  the  ice  out  of  thy  breast 
And  thy  relenting  heart  would  kindly  warm. 

Sri^  ^hy  P"^'^  ^^^  not  our  joys  controul. 
What  world  of  loving  wonders  should'st  thou  see  ' 
^or  if  I  saw  thee  once  transform'd  in  me, 
■Ihen  m  thy  bosom  I  would  pour  my  soul ; 
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Then  all  my  thoughts  should  in  thy  visage  shine, 
And  if  that  aught  niischanced  thou  should'st  not  moan 
Nor  bear  the  burthen  of  thy  griefs  alone  ; 
No,  I  would  have  my  share  in  what  were  thine  : 

And  whilst  we  thus  should  make  our  sorrows  one, 
This  happy  harmony  would  make  them  none. 

W.  Alexander,  Earl  of  Sterline 
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/N  LACRIMAS 


I  saw  my  Lady  weep, 
And  Sorrow  proud  to  be  advanced  so 
In  those  fair  eyes  where  all  perfections  keep. 

Her  face  was  full  of  woe, 
l|ut  such  a  woe  (believe  me)  as  wins  more  hearts 
1  han  Muth  can  do  with  her  enticing  parts. 

Sorrow  was  there  made  fair, 
And  Passion,  wise  ;  Tears,  a  delightful  thing  ; 
Silence,  beyond  all  speech,  a  wisdom  rare  : 

She  made  her  sighs  to  sing. 
And  all  things  with  so  sweet  a  sadness  move 
As  made  my  heart  at  once  both  grieve  and  love. 

O  fairer  than  avight  else 
The  world  can  show,  leave  off  in  time  to  grieve  ' 
Jinough,  enough  :  your  joyful  look  excels  • 

Tears  kill  the  heart,  believe. 
O  strive  not  to  be  excellent  in  woe. 
Which  only  breeds  your  beauty's  overthrow, 

A  not  I. 
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XXXI 

TA'UE  LOVE 

Let  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 
Admit  impediments.     Love  is  not  love 
Which  alters  when  it  alteration  finds, 
Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove  :— 

0  no  !  it  is  an  ever-fixed  mark 

That  looks  on  tempests,  and  is  never  shaken  ; 

ILu'^        ■''^^'"  ^"  ^^^""y  wandering  bark, 

Whose  worth's  unknown,  although  his  height  be  taken. 

wTf'  T-^  ?"'?'■'  ^°°^'  ^^°"t^h  •■««y  l'P«  ^n^l  cheeks 
Withm  his  bending  sickle's  compass  come  ; 

Love  alters  not  with  his  brief  hours  and  weeks, 

iJut  bears  it  out  ev'n  to  the  edge  of  doom  :— 

If  this  be  error,  and  upon  me  proved, 

1  never  writ,  nor  no  man  ever  loved. 

W.  Shakespeare 


■ik 


XXXII 

A  DITTY 

My  true-love  hath  my  heart,  and  I  have  his, 
JJy  just  exchange  one  for  another  given  : 
I  hold  his  dear,  and  mine  he  cannot  miss, 
1  here  never  was  a  better  bargain  driven  : 

My  true-love  hath  my  heart,  and  I  have  his. 
His  heart  in  me  keeps  him  and  me  in  one, 
My  heart  m  him  his  thoughts  and  senses  guides 
He Joyes  my  heart,  for  once  it  was  his  own, 
1  cherish  his  because  in  me  it  bides  : 

My  true-love  hath  my  heart,  and  I  have  his. 

Sir  P.  Sidney 
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XXXIII 

LOVE'S  INSIGHT 

Though  others  may  Her  brow  adore 

Yet  more  must  I,  that  therein  see  far  more 

Than  any  other's  eyes  have  power  to  see  : 

She  is  to  me 
More  than  to  any  others  she  can  be  ! 
I  can  discern  more  secret  notes 
That  in  the  margin  of  her  cheeks  Love  quotes, 
Than  any  else  besides  have  art  to  read  : 

No  looks  proceed 
From  those  fair  eyes  but  to  me  wonder  breed. 

AnoH, 
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LOVE'S  OMNIPRESENCE 

Were  I  as  base  as  is  the  lowly  plain, 
And  you,  my  Love,  as  high  as  heaven  above, 
Yet  should  the  thoughts  of  me  your  humble  swain 
Ascend  to  heaven,  in  honour  of  my  Love, 

Were  I  as  high  as  heaven  above  the  plain, 
And  you,  my  Love,  as  humble  and  as  low 
As  are  the  deepest  bottoms  of  the  main, 
Whereso'er  you  were,  with  you  my  love  should  go. 

Were  you  the  earth,  dear  Love,  and  I  the  skies, 

My  love  should  shine  on  you  like  to  the  sun, 

And  look  upon  you  with  ten  thousand  eyes 

rill  heaven  wax'd  blind,  and  till  the  world  were  done. 

Whereso'er  I  am,  below,  or  else  above  you, 

Whereso  er  you  are,  my  heart  shall  truly  love  you. 

J,  Sylvester 
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XXXV 

CARPE  DIEM 

0  Mistress  mine,  where  are  you  roaminc  ? 
C)  stay  and  hear  !  your  true-love's  cominti 

^    1  hat  can  sing  both  high  and  low  ; 

1  rip  no  further,  pretty  sweeting, 
Journeys  end  in  lovers  meeting— 

Every  wise  man's  son  doth  know. 
What  is  love  ?  'tis  not  hereafter  ; 
Present  mirth  hath  present  laughter  ; 

What's  to  come  is  still  unsure  :  ' 
In  delay  there  lies  no  plenty,— 
Then  come  kiss  me,  Sweet-and-twenty. 

Youth's  a  stuff  will  not  endure. 

W.  Shakespeare 
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AN  HONEST  AUTOLYCUS 

Fine  knacks  for  ladies,  cheap,  choice,  brave,  and  new. 

Good  penny-worths, -but  money  cannot  move  : 
1  keep  a  fair  but  for  the  Fair  to  view  • 

A  beggar  may  be  liberal  of  love. 
Though  all  my  wares  be  trash,  the  heart  is  true— 

The  heart  is  true. 

Great  gifts  are  guiles  and  look  for  gifts  again  • 

My  trifles  come  as  treasures  from  my  mind  • 

It  IS  a  precious  jewel  to  be  plain  ;  ' 

Sometimes  in  shell  the  orient'st  pearls  we  find  — 
Ut  others  take  a  sheaf,  of  me  a  grain  ! 

Of  me  a  grain  ! 

Anon. 
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When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall 
And  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  nail, 

And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall, 
And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail  ; 

When  blood  is  nipt,  and  ways  be  foul, 

Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl 
Tu-whit  ! 

Tu-who  !    A  merry  note  ! 

While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

When  all  about  the  wind  doth  blow. 

And  coughing  drowns  the  parson's  saw, 
And  birds  sit  brooding  in  the  snow, 

And  Marian's  nose  looks  red  and  raw  ; 
When  roasted  crabs  hiss  in  the  bowl- 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl 

Tu-whit  ! 
Tu-who  !  A  merry  note  ! 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

W.  Shakespeare 
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XXXVIII 

That  time  of  year  thou  may'st  in  me  behold 
When  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few,  do  hang 
Upon  those  boughs  which  shake  against  the  cold, 
Jiare  rum  d  choirs,  where  late  the  sweet  birds  sang: 

In  me  thou  see'st  the  twilight  of  such  day 
As  after  sunset  fadeth  in  the  west. 
Which  by  and  by  black  night  doth  take  away, 
Death  s  second  self,  that  seals  up  all  in  rest  : 

In  me  thou  see'st  the  glowing  of  such  fire, 
Ihat  on  the  ashes  of  his  youth  doth  lie 
As  the  death-bed  whereon  it  must  expire. 
Consumed  with  that  which  it  was  nourish'd  by  : 
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~'^^Lng"  P"'""^^''^'  ^^^'^'^    "^^^^^  thy  love  more 
To  love  that  well  which  tliou  must  leave  ere  long. 

yV.  Shakespeare 
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XXXIX 

MEMOU  V 

When  to  the  sessions  of  sweet  silent  thought 
1  summon  up  remembrance  of  things  past 
1  sigh  the  lack  of  many  a  thing  I  sought 
^  And  with  old  woes  new  wail  my  dear  tide's  waste  ; 
Then  can  I  drown  an  eye,  unused  to  flow, 
t  or  precious  friends  hid  in  death's  dateless  night. 
And  weep  afresh  love's  long-since-cancell'd  woe 
And  moan  the  expense  of  many  a  vanish'd  sight. 

Then  can  I  grieve  at  grievances  foregone, 
And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o'er 

ifif-'u^T^'^'^°""t  of  fore-bemoaned  moan. 
Which  I  new  pay  as  if  not  paid  before  : 

-But  if  the  while  I  think  on  thee,  dear  Friend, 
All  losses  are  restored,  and  sorrows  end. 

JV.  Shakespeare 
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SLEEP 

Come,  Sleep :  O  Sleep  !  the  certain  knot  of  peace. 
The  baiting-p  ace  of  wit,  the  balm  of  woe, 
1  he  poor  man  s  wealth,  the  prisoner's  release, 
1  h  indifferent  judge  between  the  high  and  low  ; 

With  shield  of  proof  shield  me  from  out  the  prease 
Of  those  fierce  darts  Despair  at  me  doth  throw? 

0  make  m  me  those  civil  wars  to  cease  : 

1  will  good  tribute  pay,  if  thou  do  so, 
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Take  thou  of  me  smooth  pillows,  sweetest  bed, 
A  chamber  deaf  of  noise  and  blind  of  light, 
A  rosy  garland  and  a  weary  head  : 
And  if  these  things,  as  being  thine  in  right, 

Move  not  thy  heavy  grace,  thou  shalt  in  me. 
Livelier  than  elsewhere,  Stella's  image  see. 

Sir  P.  Sidney 
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REVOLUTIONS 

Like  as  the  waves  make  towards  the  pebbled  shore 
So  do  our  minutes  hasten  to  their  end  ; 
Each  changing  place  with  that  which  goes  before, 
In  sequent  toil  all  forwards  do  contend. 

Nativity,  once  in  the  main  of  light. 

Crawls  to  maturity,  wherewith  being  crown'd, 

Crooked  eclipses  'gainst  his  glory  fight. 

And  Time  that  gave,  doth  now  his  gift  confound. 

Time  doth  transfix  the  flourish  set  on  youth. 
And  delves  the  parallels  in  beauty's  brow  ; 
Feeds  on  the  rarities  of  nature's  truth. 
And  nothing  stands  but  for  his  scythe  to  mow  : — 

And  yet,  to  times  in  hope,  my  verse  shall  stand 
Praising  Thy  worth,  despite  his  cruel  hand. 

W.  Shakespeare 
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Farewell !  thou  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing, 
And  like  enough  thou  know'st  thy  estimate  : ' 
The  charter  of  thy  worth  gives  thee  releasing  ; 
My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate. 

For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  granting  ? 
And  for  that  riches  where  is  my  deserving  ? 
The  cause  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  is  wanting. 
And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving. 
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Thyself  thou  gav'st,  thy  own  worth  then  not  knowmg, 
Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gav'st  it,  else  mistaking  : 
J50  thy  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing, 
Comes  home  again,  on  better  judgment  making. 
Thus  have  I  had  thee  as  a  dream  doth  flatter  • 
in  sleep,  a  king ;  but  waking,  no  such  matter. 

W.  Shakespeare 

XLIII 

THE  LIFE   WITHOUT  PASSION 

They  that  have  power  to  hurt,  and  will  do  none, 
1  hat  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do  show, 
VVho,  movmg  others,  are  themselves  as  stone 
Unmoved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow,—    ' 

They  rightly  do  inherit  heaven's  graces. 
And  husband  nature's  riches  from  expense  ; 
Ihey  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  faces 
Others,  but  stewards  of  their  excellence.      " ' 

The  summer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet 
1  hough  to  Itself  it  only  live  and  die  ; 
J«ut  If  that  flower  with  base  infection  meet 
Ihe  basest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity  : 

For  sweetest  things  turn  sourest  by  their  deeds  • 
Lihes  that  fester  smell  far  worse  than  weecS     ' 

W.  Shakespeare 
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THE  LOVER'S  APPEAL 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus  ? 
Say  nay  !  say  nay  !  for  shame. 
To  save  thee  from  the  blame 
Of  all  my  grief  and  grame. 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus  ? 
Say  nay  !  say  nay  ! 
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And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus, 
That  hath  loved  thee  so  long 
In  wealth  and  woe  among  : 
And  is  thy  heart  so  strong 
As  for  to  leave  me  thus  ? 
Say  nay  !  say  nay  ! 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus. 
That  hath  given  thee  my  heart 
Never  for  to  depart 
Neither  for  pain  nor  smart : 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus  ? 
Say  nay  !  say  nay  ! 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus, 
And  have  no  more  pity 
Of  him  that  loveth  thee  ? 
Alas  !  thy  cruelty  ! 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus  ? 
Say  nay  !  say  nay  ! 

Sir  T.  Wyat 

XLV 

THE  NIGHTINGALE 

As  it  fell  upon  a  day 
In  the  merry  month  of  May, 
Sitting  in  a  pleasant  shade 
Which  a  grove  of  myrtles  made, 
Beasts  did  leap  and  birds  did  sing. 
Trees  did  grow  and  plants  did  sirring  ; 
Every  thing  did"  banish  moan 
Save  the  Nightingale  alone. 
She,  poor  bird,  as  all  forlorn, 
Lean'd  her  breast  up-till  a  thorn, 
And  there  sung  the  dolefull'st  ditty 
That  to  hear  it  was  great  pity. 
Fie,  fie,  fie,  now  would  she  cry  ; 
Teru,  teru,  by  and  by  : 
That  to  hear  her  so  complain 
Scarce  I  could  from  tears  refrain  : 
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For  her  griefs  so  lively  shown 
Made  me  think  upon  mine  own, 
—Ah,  thought  I,  thou  niourn'st  in  vain, 
JNone  takes  pity  on  thy  pain  : 
Senseless  trees,  they  cannot  hear  thee, 
Kuthless  beasts,  they  will  not  cheer  thee 

King  Pantlion,  he  is  dead. 

All  thy  friends  are  lapp'd  in  lead  ; 

All  thy  fellow  birds  do  sing 

Careless  of  thy  sorrowing  : 

Even  so,  poor  bird,  like  thee 

None  alive  will  pity  me. 

R.  Bcrnefield 
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Care-charmer  Sleep,  son  of  the  sable  Night. 
Brother  to  Death,  in  silent  darkness  born, 
w-  u^f  my  languish,  and  restore  the  light ; 
With  dark  forgetting  of  my  care  return. 

And  let  the  day  be  time  enough  to  mourn 
Ihe  shipwreck  of  my  ill-adventured  youth  • 
Let  waking  eyes  suffice  to  wail  their  scorn,' 
Without  the  torment  of  the  night's  untruth. 

Cease,  dreams,  the  images  of  day-desires, 
1  o  model  forth  the  passions  of  the  morrow  • 
Never  let  rising  Sun  approve  you  liars, 
lo  add  more  grief  to  aggravate  my  sorrow  : 
Still  let  me  sleep,  embracing  clouds  in  vain 
And  neve,"  wake  to  feel  the  day's  disdain.    ' 

•S".  Dayiicl 
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The  nightingale,  as  soon  as  April  bringeth 

^A.C^r^?  ^^*"  ''^'^'^^^  '''^"^^  ^  perfect  waking, 
While  late-bareearth,  proud  of  new  clothing,  springeth 
Sings  out  her  woes,  a  thorn  her  song-book  ,nakin£r '• 
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And  mournfully  bewailing. 
Her  throat  in  tunes  expresseth 
What  grief  her  breast  oppresseth 
For  Tereus'  force  on  her  chaste  will  prevailing. 

O  Philomela  fair,  O  take  some  gladness 
That  here  is  juster  cause  of  plaintful  sadness  • 
1  hme  earth  now  springs,  mine  fadeth  ; 
Tliy  thorn  without,  my  thorn  my  heart  invadeth. 
Alas,  she  hath  no  other  cause  of  anguish 

But  Tereus'  love   on  her  by  strong  hand  wroken, 
^\  he  em  she  suffermg,  all  her  spirits  languish, 
i  womanlike  complains  her  will  was  broken 
i^ut  1,  who,  daily  craving, 
Cannot  have  to  content  me, 
I I'lve  more  cause  to  lament  me, 
Smce  wantmg  is  more  woe  than  too  much  having. 

O  Philomela  fair,  O  take  some  gladness 
That  hei-e  IS  juster  cause  of  plaintful  sadness  : 

Thv  i^.  -T^^  """"^  springs,  mine  fadeth  ; 

Thy  thorn  without,  my  thorn  my  heart  invadeth. 

Sir  P.  Sidney 


XLviir 
FA'C/STA'J 

Take,  O  take  those  lips  away 
That  so  sweetly  -were  forsworn 
And  those  eyes,  the  break  of  day, 
J-ights  that  do  mislead  the  morn  : 
But  my  kisses  bring  again. 

Bring  again— 
Seals  of  love,  but  seal'd  in  vain, 

Seal'd  in  vain  ! 
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XLIX 

LOVE'S  FAREWELL 
Since  there's  no  help,  come  let  us  kiss  and  part  - 

aZ  T        "  ,'^°/*''  y^"  set  no  more  of  me  ;  ^       ' 
And  I  am  glac ,  yea,  glad  with  all  my  hea  t, 
That  thus  so  cleanly  I  myself  can  free  ; 
Shake  hands  for  ever,  cancel  all  our  vows 
And  when  we  meet  at  any  time  again.       ' 
Ke  It  not  seen  in  either  of  our  brows 
Ihat  we  one  jot  of  former  love  retain. 
Now  at  the  last  gasp  of  love's  latest  breath 
A\hen  h,s  pulse  failing,  passion  speech  ess  ies 

■^L  Drayton 


i         I 


i|!ii: 


LNLMAGLNE  PERTRANSLT  HOMO 
Follow  thy  fair  sun,  unhappy  shadow  ! 
Though  thou  be  black  as  night 
And  she  made  all  of  light, 
Yet  follow  thy  fair  sun,  unhappy  shadow  ! 
Follow  her  whose  light  thy  light  depriveth  • 
Though  here  thou  liv'st  disgraced?  " 

vf;1,«h^i"  heaven  is  placed,  ' 

Yet  follow  her  whose  light  the  world  reviveth  ' 

Follow  those  pure  beams,  whose  beauty  burneth 
That  so  have  scorched  thee  '^"rnetli, 

T-M  !  ^^?"  ^''*'"  ^^^ck  must  be 

I  >J1  her  kmd  beams  thy  black  to  brightness  turneth. 


VEIJ. 

5  kiss  and  part, — 
e  of  me  ; 
1  my  heart, 
free  ; 

ur  vows, 
jain, 
iws 
tain. 

!St  breath, 
Jechless  lies, 
of  death, 

es, 

}ve  given  him  over, 
im  yet  recover  ! 

^I.  Drayton 


SIT  HOMO 
w  ! 

idovv ! 
priveth  ! 

reviveth  ! 
Jty  burneth, 

htness  turneth. 


First 

Fojlow  her,  while  yet  her  glory  shineth  ! 
1  here  comes  a  luckless  night 
That  will  dim  all  her  light  • 
-And  this  the  black  unhapp;  shade  divineth 
Follow  still,  since  so  thy  fates  ordained  ! 
1  he  sun  must  have  his  shade 
Till  both  at  once  do  fade  ■—  ' 
The  sun  still  proved,  the  shadow  still  disdained. 

T.  Campion 

LI 
BLIND  LOVE' 

%T.l  ^^'""^  ^^'^'  ^^^^  ^""''^  P"t  in  my  head 
Or  if  th;rf  "°  ^°^?;esP?ndence  with  true  sight  • 
<^r  If  they  have,  where  is  my  judgment  fled 
That  censures  falsely  what  th^y  s^TS^t  ? 
If  that  be  fair  whereon  my  false  eves  dnf,. 
What  means  the  world  to  say  it  ifnot  so  >' 
f  It  be  not,  then  love  doth  well  denote 
Love's  eye  ,s  not  so  true  as  all  men's  ?  No, 
Flow  can  it  ?  O  how  can  love's  eye  be  true' 
Ihat  IS  so  vex'd  with  watching  and  wVh"ears  ^ 

fV.  Shakespeare 

LII 

Than  beauty  seeming  harmless,  if  not  kTd  ? 


3t 


f-  ' 
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Hook 


TWh       u  '''"'"u^'   '"'■'  ^"^'  '^^'^"^•^  ^he  sleeps, 
Tnoimh  guilty  much  of  wrong  done  to  my  loic  ; 
And  m  )ier  slumber,  see  !  she  close-eyed  weeps 
T:)reams  often  more  than  waking  passions  move. 

Tw\    •'''''  ""^  '^^"'^'  ''"^^  "^^'^^  her  soft  like  thee 
1  hat  she  m  peace  may  wake  and  pity  me. 

7!  Campion 


Mil  , 
THE  UNFAITHFUr.  SHEPHERDESS 

While  that  the  sun  with  his  beams  hot 

Scorched  the  fruits  in  vale  and  mountain, 

I  hilon  the  shepherd,  late  forgot, 

Sittmg  beside  a  crystal  fountain. 
In  shadow  of  a  green  oak  tree 
Upon  his  pipe  this  song  play'd  he  : 

Adieu,  Love,  adieu.  Love,  untrue  Love, 

Untrue  Love,  untrue  Love,  adieu,  ].ove  ; 

^  our  mind  is  light,  soon  lost  for  new  love. 

So  long  as  I  was  in  your  sight 
I  was  your  heart,  your  soul,  and  treasure  : 
And  evermore  you  sobb'd  and  sigh'd 
Burning  in  flames  beyond  all  measure  • 
--Three  days  endured  your  love  to  me, 
And  It  was  lost  in  other  three  ! 
Adieu,  Love,  adieu.  Love,  untrue  Love 
Untrue  Love,  untrue  Love,  adieu.  Love  ; 
Your  mmd  is  light,  soon  lost  for  new  love. 
Another  Shepherd  you  did  see 
To  whom  your  heart  was  soon  enchained  ; 
!<  u    soon  your  love  was  leapt  from  me 
1^  ull  soon  my  place  he  had  obtained 
Soon  came  a  third,  your  love  to  win 

And  we  were  out  and  he  was  in         ' 
Adieu,  Love,  adieu.  Love,  untrue*  Love, 
Untrue  Love,  untrue  Love,  adieu.  Love  • 
Your  mmd  is  light,  soon  lost  for  new  love 


•  secure  she  sleeps, 
I  done  to  my  love  } 
ose-eyed  weejxs  : 
ng  passions  move. 
ke  her  soft  like  thee 
i  pity  me, 

7!  Campion 


^EPHERDESS 

beams  hot 

lid  mountain, 

rgot, 

ain, 

tree 

ay'd  he  : 

ntrue  Love, 

dieu,  Love  ; 

for  new  love. 

it 

md  treasure ; 
1  sigh'd 
measure  : 
love  to  me, 
ee  ! 

itrue  Love, 
iieu,  Love  ; 
for  new  love. 

I  enchained  ; 
from  me, 
tained. 
e  to  win, 
s  in. 

tnie  Love, 
lieu,  I^ove; 
"or  new  love. 


First 

Sure  you  have  made  n.e  passing  glad 
rhat  you  your  mind  so  soon  removed 
Kefore  that  I  the  leisure  had 
1  o  choose  you  for  my  best  beloved  • 
For  all  your  love  was  past  and  done 
1  wo  days  before  it  was  begun  — 
Adieu,  Love,  adieu.  Love,  untrue  Love, 
Untrue  Love,  untrue  Love,  adieu,  Love  • 
\  our  mmd  is  light,  soon  lost  for  Aew  bve. 

Anon. 


IZ 


I.  IV 


ADVICE  TO  A  LOVER 

The  sea  hath  many  thousand  sands. 

'Pu    ^""  ^^^^  '"°^es  as  many  ; 

The  sky  IS  full  of  stars,  and  Love 
AS  lull  Of  woes  as  any  • 

Believe  me,  that  do  know  the  elf, 
And  make  no  trial  by  thyself ! 
It  is  in  truth  u  pretty  toy 
For  babes  to.  play  withal  .— 

ButO!  the  honeys  of  our  youth 
Are  ott  our  age  s  gall  ' 
Self-proof  in  time  will"  make  thee  know 
He  was  a  prophet  told  thee  so  ; 

^T^P/^P^et  that.  Cassandra-like, 
lells  truth  without  beKef- 

A?i^^^?u°"S  ^°"*^  ^"l'r»n  his  race 
Although  his  goal  be  grief  •  -  ' 

Loves  Martyr,  when  his  heat  is  past 
Proves  Care's  Confessor  at  the  laS 

Anon^ 
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LV 

A  RENUNCIATION 

-Now":  o':tTf';h'o7j' *°='  "- °f  'W-  : 

^'.  Campion 

Blow,  blow,  thou  winter  wind 
Thou  art  not  so  unkind  ' 

As  man  s  ingratitude  : 
Thy  tooth  is  not  so  keen 
Because  thou  art  not  seen. 

Ileiffh  hn  f  ^°"i^  ^^y  •^^•eath  be  rude 

Then&Cf ', -^^  -re  fo^„y  .. 

^  his  hfe  IS  most  jolly.  " 

Freeze  freeze,  thou  bitter  sky 
[hou  dost  not  bite  so  nieh 
As  benefits  forgot :        ^ 
1  hough  thou  the  waters  warp 
|hystmgisnotsosharp      *^' 
Heigh  ho  »  .w?.^.'"1"l'"^ber'd  not. 

^  his  hfe  IS  most  jolly. 

^  Shakespea.e 
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I.VII 

A  SWEET  LULLABY 

Come  litilc  l,abf,  come  silly  soul, 
Thy  father's  shame,  thy  mother's  urief, 
Born  as  I  doubt  to  all  our  dole, 
And  to  thy  self  unhappy  chief: 
-Sing  Lullaby  and  lap  it  warm, 
I'oor  soul  that  thinks  no  creature  harm. 

Thou  little  think'st  and  less  dost  know 
he  cause  of  this  thv  mother's  moan,  ' 
1  hou  want'st  the  wit  to  wail  her  woe, 
And  I  myself  am  all  alone  : 

Why  dost  thou  weep  ?  why  dost  thou  wail  ^ 
And  knowest  not  yet  what  thou  dost  ail. 

Come  little  wretch,  ah  silly  heart, 

Mine  only  joy,  what  can  I  more  ? 

?fj"ere  be  any  wrong  thy  smart 

I  hat  may  the  destinies  implore  : 
'Twas  I,  I  say,  against  my  will, 
1  wail  the  time,  but  be  thou  still. 

And  dost  thou  smile,  oh  thy  sweet  face  ! 
Would  Gcri  Himself  He  might  thee  see, 
No  doubt  thou  would'st  soon  purchase  grace 
T  know  right  well,  for  thee  and  me  :  ' 

But  come  to  mother,  babe,  and  plav, 

!•  or  father  false  is  fled  away. 

Sweet  boy,  if  it  by  fortune  chance. 

Thy  father  home  again  to  send, 

H  death  do  strike  me  with  his  lance, 

i  et  mayst  thou  me  to  him  commend  ; 
If  any  ask  thy  mother's  name, 
Tell  how  by  love  she  purchased  blame. 

Then  will  his  gentle  heart  soon  vield 
1  know  him  of  a  noble  mind,     ' 
Although  a  Lion  in  the  field, 

D2 
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hy  ftlher  is  no  rascal?.  I   '™""' 
A  noble  y„„,h  of  WoXi;,  ^ 

S,';."a^?a^Si:i--p  ■ 


LVIli 

fo  .ne,  ,ha,  f/el  .he  la  ^^,h';"|-f  f  Brace. ' 
The„,e'e„offello«hipOM        ' 

«o  .hey  above  l^;\?St?,,;>-. hey  be,- 
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UK 

O  CRUDE  LIS  AMOR 
When  thou  must  home  to  shades  of  undergroun.l. 
Ami  there  arrived,  a  new  admired  guest, 

I  he  beauteous  spirits  do  engirt  thee  round. 
\\  hue  lope,  blithe  Helen,  and  the  rest. 
10  hear  the  stories  of  thy  finish'd  love 
I  rem  that  smooth  tongue  whose  music  hell  can  move  • 
Then  wilt  thou  speak  of  banqueting  delights 

f  masques  and  revels  which  sweet  youth  did  make 
Of   ourneys  n  ,d  great  challenges  of  Knights  ' 

A.ul  all  these  tnumphs  for  thy  beauty's  sake  • 
Uhen  thou  hast  told  these  honours  done  to  thee 
llien  tell,  O  tell,  how  thou  didst  murder  nie  ! 

J\  Campion 

LX 

SEPHESTLVS  SONG  TO  HER  CHILD 

Weep  not,  my  wanton,  smile  upon  my  knee  ; 
When  thou  art  o,,i  tj^^,^.-^  ^^^^^  ^^^        ^^^  ^^^^^ 

Mother  s  wag,  pretty  boy. 
Father's  sorrow,  father's  joy  ; 
When  thy  father  first  did  see 
Such  a  boy  by  him  and  me, 
Me  was  glad,  I  was  w  oe. 
Fortune  changed  made  him  so, 
When  he  left  his  pretty  boy 
Last  his  sorrow,  first -his  joy. 
Weep  not,  my  wanton,  smile  upon  mv  knee, 
N\  hen  thou  art  old  there's  grief  enough  for  tl 
Streaming  tears  that  never  stint, 
Like  pearl  droj)S  from  a  fiint, 
I-'ell  by  course  from  his  eyes. 
That  one  another's  place  supplies  ; 
1  hus  he  grieved  in  everv  part, 
Tears  of  Ijlood  fell  from"  his  heart 
When  he  left  his  pretty  boy. 
■»  •lie.  -  3\^iiuw,  luuicrsjoy. 
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ITie  wanton'  4S  fa  hi  """"S''  f"  'h=e, 

"''■"Mgo,l,c.,„ustW«        ■ 
Ween  „„,   „  '  "'"■'■<'»■.  falher's  jov 

-^^^  Greene 


Lxr 
-^  LAMEN7' 

ft«U,„.  ,„  „<,p  ,  „4  beauty  .  -se^hu  .„„,b, 

^/<  Drtmtnond 


J^rRGE  OF  LOVE 
.„S".'"^a^ay,  come  away   Deafh 

I  »">  ^ln,n  by  a  fai,-  5„°nS^ 


First  39 

My  shroud  of  white,  stuck  all  with  yew, 

O  prepare  it ! 
l\ry  part  of  death,  no  one  so  true 

Did  share  it. 

Not  a  flower,  not  a  flower  sweet 
On  my  black  coffin  let  there  be  strown  ; 

Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 
My  poor  corpse,  where  my  bones  shall  be  thrown  : 
A  thousand  thousand  sighs  to  save, 

Lay  me,  O  where 
Sad  time  lover  never  find  my  grave, 
To  weep  there. 

IV,  Shakespeare 
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LXIII 


TO  HIS  LUTE 


My  lute,  be  as  thou  wert  when  thou  didst  grow 
With  thy  green  mother  in  some  shady  grove, 
When  immelodious  winds  but  made  thee  move, 
And  birds  their  raniage  did  on  thee  bestow. 

Since  that  dear  Voice  which  did  thy  sounds  approve, 
Which  wont  in  such  harmonious  strains  tn  flow, 
Ts  reft  from  Earth  to  tune  those  spheres  above, 
What  art  thou  but  a  harbinger  of  woe  ? 

Thy  pleasing  notes  be  pleasing  notes  no  more. 
But  orphans  wailings  to  the  fainting  ear  ; 
Each  stroke  a  sigh,  each  so\md  draws  forth  a  tear  ; 
For  which  be  silent  as  in  woods  before  : 

Or  if  that  any  hand  to  touch  thee  deign. 
Like  widow'd  turtle,  still  her  loss  complain. 

JV.  Drummond 
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i  I      I II 


If- 


FrOELE 

Feir  „„        '"''^P^'^.  «me  to  du^,. 

•-are  no  more  K 'f.''  'y™nfs  stroke  ; 

To  thee  th.,      ,••■'"<'='>'; 
The  sceptre  fcf  '\"^  *«  ""k  : 

^^"  foMo^^thrs-joe/*.,-. 

*-„otsIa„Jfe*Sei*"*-.o„e, 

Consign  ,o';heef-a„1J--o"S'„'s,, 

^^  Shakespeare 

i.xv 

Jnto  something  rich  an^."P 

^"^g»  clong,  belf    '    " 

^^  Shakespeare 
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LXVI 

A  LAND  DIRGE 

Call  for  the  robin-redbreast  and  the  wren, 

Since  o'er  shady  groves  they  hover 

And  with  leaves  and  flowers  do  cover 

The  friendless  bodies  of  unburied^men. 

Call  unto  his  funeral  dole 

The  ant,  the  field-mouse,  and  the  mole 

To  rear  him  hillocks  that  shall  keep  him  warm 

And  (when  gay  tombs  are  robb'd)  sustain  no  harm 

But  keep  the  wolf  far  thence,  that'    foe  to  men, 

For  with  his  nails  he'll  dig  th. r -  ip  again. 

/.   Webster 


I      fi  1    !l 


If"' 


rt 


LXVII 

POST  MORTEM 

If  Thou  survive  my  well-contented  day 

When  that  churl  Death  my  bones  with  dust  shall  cover, 

And  shalt  by  fortune  once  more  re-survey 

These  poor  rude  lines  of  thy  deceased  lover  ; 

Compare  them  with  the  bettering  of  the  time, 
And  though  they  be  outstripp'd  by  every  pen, 
Reserve  them  for  my  love,  not  for  their  rhyme 
Exceeded  by  the  height  of  happier  men. 

O  then  vouchsafe  me  but  this  loving  thought — 
'  Had  my  friend's  Muse  grown  with  this  growing  age, 
A  dearer  birth  than  this  his  love  had  brought, 
To  march  in  ranks  of  better  equipage  : 

But  since  he  died,  and  poets  better  prove. 
Theirs  for  their  style  I'll  read,  his  for  his  love.' 

W,  Shakespeare 
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^o  longer  mourn  for  .»  .     u 
Than  you  shal]  hear  ti^V'^'"  ^  '-'"^  ^^ead 
^'ve  warning  to  the  in  ,?''^. '""^^  bell 
^'•om  this  vife  VorlV^Hh!,''  '  '"^  ^^^I 

"ler  1  nm  gone.  ' 

^^'  S^iakespeare 


I.XIX 

TeJI  nie  wherA  ,-c  tr 

OM'n  the  he 'V       •"''^' '''^^'' 
"ow  beffot  hi'  "^  '"  ^^e  head  ? 
"egot,  how  nourishdfP 
Keply,  replv. 

^i»g,  clong,  belJ. 
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A  DILEMMA 

Lidy,  when  I  behold  the  roses  sprouting 

Which  clad  in  damask  mantles  deck  the  arbours, 
And  then  behold   your  lips   where  sweet  love 
harbours, 
I\Iy  eyes  present  me  with  a  double  doubting  : 
For  viewing  both  alike,  hardly  my  mind  supposes 
Whether  the  roses  be  your  lips,  or  '-our  lips  the  roses. 

Anon, 


I 
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LXXI 

ROSAL  YND'S  MADRIGAL 

Love  in  my  bosom,  like  a  bee. 

Doth  suck  his  sweet ; 

Now  with  his  wings  he  plays  with  me, 

Now  with  his  feet. 

Within  mine  eyes  he  makes  his  nest, 

His  bed  amidst  my  tender  breast ; 

My  kisses  are  his  daily  feast. 

And  yet  he  robs  me  of  my  rest : 

Ah  I  wanton,  will  ye  ? 
1, 

And  if  I  sleep,  then  percheth  he 

With  pretty  flight, 

And  makes  his  pillow  of  my  knee 

The  livelong  night. 

Strike  I  my  lute,  hj  tunes  the  string  ; 

He  music  plays  if  so  I  sing  ; 

He  lends  me  every  lovely  thing, 

Yet  cruel  he  my  heart  doth  sting  : 

W^hist,  wanton,  will  ye  ? 

Else  T  with  roses  every  day 

Will  whip  you  hence, 
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"lie  gainsay  me,    "'"• 
WhaUnbcauhe«.a„,o„b„, 

'■'-vi.i,epa,pt;;-7„:„r'^ 

-,,,        .    because  a  cod 

Lurk  ,^\'X'™e?  T^r "" ''^^ 
S-P-ire  not,  but  pi'y  „,e,  , 


f.X'xir 

H?  stakes  his  Sr  h"*"''  l'""'  ■■ 
H.S  mother's  iS""'^^]'  ""<'»„„,„, 
Loses  them  too  ;  m'e?,  i^'t  °ffl'-''™»s  , 

f  *  S?  tVe"c7;?s/a  "'/'S'-'V"--^  ""-.) : 
'^nd  fast  he  seTL^K^R-'r  ™  •■ 

"^STo^lSSfe 

"•''^^'..■.lialsVC.SVr''^'^ 
i^cLonie  of  ine  ? 
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Pack,  clouds,  away,  and  welcome  day, 

With  night  we  banish  sorrow  ; 
Sweet  air  blow  soft,  mount  larks  aloft 

To  give  my  Love  good-morrow  ! 
Wings  from  the  wind  to  please  her  mind 

Notes  from  the  lark  I'll  borrow  ; 
Bird,  prune  thy  wing,  nightingale  sing. 

To  give  my  Love  good-morrow  ; 
To  give  my  Love  good-morrow 
Notes  from  them  both  I'll  borrow. 

Wake  from  thy  nest,  Robin-red-breast, 

Sing,  birds,  in  every  furrow  ; 
And  from  each  hill,  let  music  shrill 

Give  my  fair  Love  good-morrow  ! 
Blackbird  and  thrush  in  every  bnsh, 

Stare,  linnet,  and  cock-sparrow  ! 
You  pretty  elves,  amongst  yourselves 

Sing  my  fair  Love  good-morrow  ; 
To  give  my  Love  good-morrow 
Sing,  birds,  in  every  furrow  ! 

T.  Heywood 


i'  '    ' 
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LXXIV 

PROTHALAMION' 

Calm  was  the  day,  and  through  the  trembling  air 

Sweet-breathing  Zephyrus  did  softly  play — 

A  gentle  spirit,  that  lightly  did  delay 

Hot  Titan  s  beams,  which  then  did  glister  fair ; 

When  I,  (whom  sullen  care. 

Through  discontent  of  my  long  fruitless  stay 

In  princes'  court,  and  expectation  vain 

"^^f  idle  hopes,  which  still  do  fly  away 

i^ike  empty  shadows,  did  afflict  my  brain) 

Walk'd  forth  to  ease  my  pain 
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All  lovely  danX        '^J^Pcet'  to  espy, 

fn  which  they  IShJfT   '^  cunously. 

And  with  fine^^n^er  t^°;-?/«  f  ^^eir  flasket, 

The  tender  stalks  on  hTZ         f'^-'^teously 

^te^Mlo'it  in  'hat  .neadow  grew 
The  liftle  Sisy  r?;f^'  "•^^^''  P''^"^^  blue, 
The  virgin  ll  vCd  th   ^'' •  "'"^  '^'°^^«' 
Withs4eofeltroC'"^ 

Sweet  Tha^;.t!S's:?rtri"er-^- 

Two  fairer  WrTslTe^^iH'"  "^""^  ^^^  ^ee  ; 

The  snow  which  dS  t^  "^''^'  "^^  5 

rjici  never  whUer  shoV'^'  '°^  ^'  ^^"^"«  ^trow 

P^^r^  tij^l^^-^^  would  be 
Vet  Leda  wa«5?f?l,,      ?  ^^^  ^PPear  ; 
Vet  not  so  whi  laYrh  ^^  "'  ^^'^^  ^«  ^e, 
So  purely  wh^'t?:;  wS  """  "°^^''"^  "'^-'-  ^ 

Seem'dZS';S'  ^'Tk"  '^«  -^^^h  them  bar« 
To  wet  thei  sHken  fk?h'^^'\''  ^^  billows  spare  ' 
^<^«  their  rairplte?-^r^^^^ 
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And  mar  their  beauties  bright 
'J'hat  shone  as  Heaven's  light 
Against  their  bridal  day,  which  was  not  long  : 
Sweet  Thames  !  run  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 

ICftsoons  the  nymphs,  which  now  had  flowers  their  fill, 
Kan  all  in  haste  to  sec  that  silver  brood 
As  they  came  floating  on  the  crystal  flood  ; 
Whom  when  they  saw,  they  stood  amazed  still 
Their  wondering  eyes  to  fill  ; 
Them  seem'd  they  never  saw  a  sight  so  fair 
Of  fowls,  so  lovely,. that  they  sure  did  deem 
Them  heavenly  born,  or  to  be  that  same  pair 
Which  through  the  sky  draw  Venus'  silver  team  ; 
For  sure  they  did  not  seem 
To  be  begot  of  any  earthly  seed, 
Hut  rather  Angels,  or  of  Angels'  breed  ; 
Yet  were  they  bred  of  summer's  heat,  they  say. 
In  sweetest  season,  when  each  flower  and  weed 
The  earth  did  fresh  array  ; 
So  fresh  they  seem'd  as  day, 
Ev'n  as  their  bridal  day,  which  was  not  long  : 
Sweet  Thames  I  run  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 

Then  forth  they  all  out  of  their  baskets  drew 
Great  store  of  flowers,  the  honour  of  the  field. 
That  to  the  sense  did  fragrant  odours  yield. 
All  which  upon  those  goodly  birds  they  threw 
And  all  the  waves  did  strew. 
That  like  old  Peneus'  waters  they  did  seem 
When  down  along  by  pleasant  Tempe's  shore 
Scatter'd  with  flowers,  through  Thessaly  they  stream. 
That  they  appear,  through  lilies'  plenteous  store, 
Like  a  bride's  chamber-floor. 

Two  of  those  nymphs  meanwhile  two  garlands  bound 
Of  freshest  flowers  which  in  that  mead  ihey  found, 
The  which  presenting  all  in  trim  array, 
Their  snowy  foreheads  therewithal  they  crown'd  ; 
Whilst  one  did  sing  this  lay 
Prei)ared  against  that  day, 
Against  their  bridal  day,  which  was  not  long  : 
Sweet  Thames  !  run  softly  till  I  end  my  song. 
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And Ka'ft  ■  ''^ir^'t'--.-  ornament, 

A  1  love's  dWil.     ^'y-hath  virtue  to  remove 
For  ever  to  attji  ""'  '™"*WP'^  f"'".v"Sn 

And  make  your  joys  redound 

'^o  ended  she  •  inri  -,11  tu 

To  her  redoubled   h^J,^^  '"']  ^''^""^^ 

5^tS;fdSa^?S..e,on. 
rheir  accents  did  resound  "^'^''''°"'*  ground 

Ado^^theTeiThTto^^^^  ""''  ^^  ^^-^ 
As  he  would  sneak  h.M/^  murmur'd  'ow, 
Vet  did  by  sigKis  iH^y'".^"*^^'^  ^  t-"g"e  • 

tclTlft^H^f"^^^^^^^^^ 

'Gan  fl  ck'lS  tti?/'"  ^'^  ^d  ^^^^  dwel, 
The  rest,  so  far  a  scll  uT",'  I^^  did  excel 
The  lesser  star.      <h^S  '^  ^""^^  ^^^^^ 
Didonthosl^^ati'd!^'--^^^vvel, 

And  their  best  service  lend 

'rw-'^L-?;^„^-;^^f™.  notion,, 
.,,       .    ,  '•  ""  J  Md  my  song. 

•f  o  Sy  fed^l '°  ""'■)'  London  came 

That  to  L  °ave™h iT^Te'fi  "V"""?  """^ 
'■hough  from^„or;£=/--.^^source, 


First 


49 


An  house  of  ancient  fame  : 

There  when  they  came  whereas  those  bricky  towers 

I'he  which  on  Thames'  broad  aged  back  do  ride, 

Where  now  the  studious  lawyers  have  their  bowers, 

There  whilome  wont  the  Templar-knights  to  bide, 

Till  they  decay'd  through  pride  ; 

Next  whereunto  there  stands  a  stately  place, 

Where  oft  I  gained  gifts  and  goodly  grace 

Of  that  great  lord,  which  therein  wont  to  dwell, 

Whose  want  too  well  now  feels  my  friendless  case  ; 

But  ah  !  here  fits  not  well 

Old  woes,  but  joys  to  tell 

Against  the  bridal  day,  which  is  not  long  : 

Sweet  Thames  I  run  softly,  till  1  end  my  song. 

Yet  therein  now  doth  lodge  a  noble  peer, 

Great  England's  glory  and  the  world's  wide  wonder, 

Whose  dreadful*  name   late   through   all   Spain   did 

thunder, 
And  Hercules'  two  pillars  standing  near 
Did  make  to  quake  and  fear  : 
Fair  branch  of  honour,  flower  of  chivalry  I 
That  fiUest  England  with  thy  triumphs'  fame 
Joy  have  thou  of  thy  noble  victory, 
And  endless  happiness  of  thine  own  name  • 
That  promiseth  the  same  ; 
That  through  thy  prowess  and  victorious  arms 
Thy  country  may  be  freed  from  foreign  harms, 
And  great  Elisa's  glorious  name  may  ring 
Through  all  the  world,  fiU'd  with  thy  wide  alarms, 
Which  some  brave  Muse  -may  sing 
To  ages  following: 

Upon  the  bridal  day,  which  is  not  long  : 
Sweet  Thames  I  run  softly,  till  I  end  my  song. 

From  those  high  towers  this  noble  lord  issuing 

Like  radiant  Hesper,  when  his  golden  hair 

In  th'  ocean  billows  he  hath  bathed  fair, 

Descended  to  the  river's  open  viewing 

With  a  great  train  ensuing. 

Above  the  rest  were  goodly  to  be  seen 

Two  gentle  knights  of  lovely  face  and  feature, 
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,,,  Honest  Jabo  ,.  C's  X''}  T^'^  ' 
<-anstdnnk  the  waters  of.  1,       •     . 
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Coinc,  cheerful  day,  pari  of  my  life  to  mo  ; 

For  while  thou  view'st  me  with  thy  fadinj;  li^jhi 
Part  of  my  life  doth  still  depart  with  ihee, 

And  I  still  onward  haste  to  my  last  night  : 
lime's  fatal  wings  do  ever  forward  fly — 
So  every  day  we  live  a  day  we  die. 

Hut  ()  ye  nights,  ordain'd  for  barren  rest. 
How  are  my  days  deprived  of  life  in  you 

When  heavy  sleep  my  soul  hath  disi)ossesl, 
l?y  feigned  death  life  sweetly  to  renew  ! 

Part  of  my  life,  in  that,  you  life  deny  : 

So  every  day  we  live,  a  day  we  die. 

y.  Campion 
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This  Life,  which  seems  so  fair. 

Is  like  a  bubble  blown  up  in  the  aii 

Hy  sporting  children's  breath. 

Who  chase  it  everywhere 

And  strive  who  can  most  motion  it  becpieath. 

And  though  it  sometimes  seem  of  its  own  miglit 

Like  to  an  eye  of  gold  lo  be  fix'd  there. 

And  firm  to  hover  in  that  empty  height, 

That  only  is  because  it  is  so  light, 

—  lUit  in  that  pomp  it  doth  not  long  appear  ; 

I'^or  when  'tis  most  admired,  in  a  thought, 

liecause  it  erst  was  nought,  it  turns  to  nought. 

]\\  Dnimmoiid 
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i^xxviir 
^"^OUL  AND  BODY 

w?  ^  '^yJ^hose  rebel  powers  that  thee  arr  u' 
Why  dost  thou  pine  within,  and  suffei  dea  U  ' 
Painting  thy  outward  walls  so  costly  gayT' 

Why  so  large  cost,  having  so  short  a  lease 
Dos   thou  upon  thy  fading  mansion  spend  p 
Shall  worms,  niheritors  of  this  excess 
l^at  up  thy  charge?  is  this  thy  body's  ;nd? 
Then   Soul,  live  thou  upon  thy  servant's  loss 
And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  s?ore      '  ' 

^b:sns-i--r£-ss. 

IV.  Shakespeare 


LXXIX 

The  man  of  life  upright 

Whose  guiltless  heart  is  free 
1*  rom  all  dishonest  deeds, 
.  Or  thought  of  vanity; 

The  man  whose  silen.  days 
.Ju    ^^™'ess  joys  are  spent, 
\\  horn  hopes  cannot  dehuit 
JN  or  sorrow  discontent: 

That  man  needs  neither  towers 
^or  armour  for  defence, 
iNor  secret  vau:.s  to  fly 
From  thunder's  violence  • 


First 

lie  only  can  liebokl 
With  unaffrighted  eyes 

The  horrors  of  the  deep 
And  terrors  of  the  skies. 

Tlius  scorning  all  the  cares 
That  fate  or  fortune  brings, 

He  makes  the  heaven  his  book, 
I  lis  wisdom  heavenly  things  ; 

Good  thoughts  his  only  friends. 
His  wealth  a  well-spent  age. 

The  earth  his  sober  inn 
And  quiet  pilgrimage. 

T.  Campion 
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THE  LESSONS  OF  NA  TURE 

Of  this  fair  volume  which  we  World  do  name 
If  we  the  sheets  and  leaves  could  turn  with  care, 
Of  Him  who  it  corrects,  and  did  it  frame, 
We  clear  might  read  the  art  and  wisdom  rare  : 

Find  out  His  power  which  wildest  powers  doth  tame. 

His  providence  extending  everywhere, 

His  justice  which  proud  rebels  doth  not  spare, 

In  every  page,  no  period  of  the  same. 

But  silly  we,  like  foolish  children,  rest 
Well  pleased  with  colour'd-vellum,  leaves  of  gold, 
Fair  dangling  ribbands,  leaving  what  is  best. 
On  the  great  Writer's  sense  ne'er  taking  hold  ; 

Or  if  by  chance  we  stay  our  minds  on  aught, 
It  is  some  picture  on  the  margin  wrought, 

W,  Dtttmrnond 
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Plj  lAe  a  feather  toss'd  by  slorm  a,^d  wiiKl' 
Whi/if  ';'?™1™«  dolh  swav  (his  all 

And  mjunes  the  innocent  oppress  ^  ' 

IV.  DruMmond 

i.xxxii 

THE  IVOR LHS  WAY 
Tired  with  all  these,  for  restful  denfh  t 
As   to  behold  desert  a  beggar  bonf^  ^  ''^'~- 
And  needy  nothing  trinim'd  in  jo    'tv 
And  purest  faith  unhappily  forsCi'' 

'^.^  f  n  '"^'^^  tongue-tied  by  authority 
And  folly   doctor-like,  controlli      sk  ,' 

^V.  Shakespeare 
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LXXXIII 

A   WISH 

Mappy  were  he  could  finish  forth  his  fate 
In  some  unhamited  desert,  where,  obscure 
From  all  society,  from  love  and  hate 
Of  worldly  folk,  there  should  he  sleep  secure  ; 

Then  wake  again,  and  yield  God  ever  praise  ; 
Content  with  hip,  with  haws,  and  brambleberry  ; 
In  contemplation  passing  still  liis  days, , 
And  change  of  holy  thoughts  to  make  him  merry  : 

Who,  when  he  dies,  his  tomb  might  be  the  bush 
Where  harmless  robin  resteth  with  the  thrush  : 
— Happy  were  he  ! 

A'.  Devereux,  Earl  of  Essex 


1, XXXIV 

SAINT  JOHN  BAPTIST 

The  last  and  greatest  Herald  of  Heaven's  King 
(iirt  with  rough  skins,  hies  to  the  deserts  wild, 
Among  that  savage  brood  the  woods  forth  bring. 
Which  he  more  harmless  found  than  man,  and  mild. 

His  food  was  locusts,  and  v/hat  there  doth  spring, 
With  honey  tl..v:.  from  \  irgin  hives  distiU'd  ; 
I'arch'd  body,  hollow  eyes,  some  uncouth  thing 
Made  him  appear,  long  since  from  earth  exiled. 

There  burst  he  forth  :  All  ye  whose  hopes  rely 
On  God,  'vith  me  amidst  these  deserts  mourn. 
Repent,  repnnt,  and  from  old  errors  turn  ! 
—Who  listen'd  to  his  voice,  obey'd  his  cry  ? 

Only  the  echoes,  which  he  made  relent, 

Runy  from  their  flinty  caves,  Repent !  Repent  ! 

]V.  Drummond 
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OflS  O.V  THE  ,,oJ^^s  Of.-  CH„ST', 

To  welcome  Him  t^  th"  'C'  "'"  ^°^^'""  ^^^ain 
^ow  while  fh^  k1  ^  "'^  "ew  abode 

Hath  "ookno  .troTlh'f^^^^    "^"t^  ^^-^^  ""^-I, 
And  all  the  sjl 'led  1  ost  Tf  """''^^"S  light,        ' 

bright?     ^'''  ^^°'^  ^^^^P  ^vatch  in  squadrons 
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Sec  how  from  far,  upon  the  eastern  rop.d, 

The  star-led  wizards  haste  with  odours  sweet  : 

O  run,  prevent  them  with  thy  humble  ode 

And  lay  it  lowly  at  His  blessed  feet ; 

Have  thou  the  honour  first  thy  Lord  to  greet, 

And  join  thy  voice  unto  the  Angel  quire 

From  out  His  secret  altar  touch  tl  with  hallow'd  fire. 


THE  HYMN 

It  was  the  winter  wild 

While  the  heaven-born  Child 

All  mep.nly  wrapt  in  the  rude  manger  lies  ; 

Nature  in  awe  to  Him 

Had  doff 'd  her  gaudy  trim, 

With  her  great  Master  so  to  sympathize  : 

It  was  no  season  then  for  her 

To  wanton  with  the  sun,  her  lusty  paramour. 

Only  with  speeches  fair 

She  woos  the  gentle  air 

To  hide  her  guilty  front  with  innocent  snow ; 

And  on  her  naked  shame, 

Pollute  with  sinful  blame. 

The  saintly  veil  of  maiden  white  to  throw  ; 

Confounded,  that  her  Maker's  eyes 

Should  look  so  near  upon  her  foul  deformities. 

But  He,  her  fears  to  cease. 

Sent  down  the  meek-eyed  Peace  ; 

She,  crown'd  with  olive  green,  came  softly  sliding 

Down  through  the  turning  sphere, 

His  ready  harbinger. 

With  turtle  wing  the  amorous  clouds  dividing  ; 

And  waving  wide  her  myrtle  wand, 

She  strikes  a  universal  peace  throifgh  sea  and  land. 

No  war,  or  battle's  sound 

>yas  heard  the  world  around  : 

The  idle  spear  and  shield  were  high  uphung  ; 

The  hooked  chariot  stood 
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UnstainM  with  hostile  blood  ; 

The  trumpet  spake  not  to  tlie  armed  thr< 

And  kings  sat  still  with  awful  eye, 

As  if  they  surely  knew  their  sovran  Lord  wasbv 

Rut  peaceful  was  the  night 

Wherein  the  Prince  of  Light 

Mis  reign  of  peace  upon  the  earth  began  : 

The  winds,  with  wonder  whist, 

Smoothly  ilie  waters  kist 

Whispering  t,jw  joys  to  the  mild  ot\:an— 

Who  now  h;ith  quue  for.^ot  to  rave, 

While  birds  of  calm  sit  b/  -odinfr  m  the  charmed  wave. 

The  stars,  with  deep  amaze. 

Stand  fix'd  in  steadfast  gazt , 

Bending  one  way  their  precious  influence  ; 

And  will  not  take  their  'light 

For  all  the  morning  light, 

Or  Lucifer  that  often  warn'd  them  thence  ; 

But  in  their  glimmering  orbs  did  glow 

Until  their  Lord  Himself  bespake,  and  bid  them  go. 

And  though  the  shady  gloom 

Had  given  day  her  rooin, 

The  sun  himself  withheld  his  wonted  speeJ 

And  hid  his  head  for  shame, 

As  his  inferior  flame 

The  new-enlighten'd  world  no  more  should  need  ; 

He  saw^  a  greater  Sun  appear 

Than  his  bright  throne,  or  burning  axletree  could  bear. 

The  shepherds  on  the  lawn 

Or  ere  the  point  of  dawn 

Sate  simply  chatting  in  a  rustic  row  ; 

Full  little  thought  they  than 

That  the  mighty  Pan 

Was  kindly  come  to  live  with  them  below  ; 

Perhaps  their  loves,  or  else  their  sheep 

Was  all  that  did  their  silly  thoughts  so  busy  keep  :  — 

When  such  music  sweet 
Their  hearts  and  ears  did  greet 
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As  never  was  !.>y  luortal  finger  strook— 
Divinel)  vvarl*;.  if  voice 
Answering  the  .vainge'd  noise, 
As  all  their  soiiU  in  blissful  rapture  took  : 
The  air,  such  pleasure  loth  to  lose, 
With  thousand  echoes  still  prolongs  each  heavenly 
close.  ^ 

Nature,  th;;>  beard  such  sound 

Bc-'iviiU.  1  the  hollow  round 

Of  Cyntnia's  seat  the  airy  region  thrilling, 

Now  was  almost  won       '      '  *" 

To  think  her  part  was  done, 

And  that  her  reign  had  here  its  last  fulfilling  ; 

She  knew  such  harmony  alone 

Could  hold  all  Heaven  and  Earth  in  happier  union. 

At  last  surrounds  their  sight 

A  globe  of  circular  light 

That  with  long  beams  the  shamefaced  night  array'd  • 

The  helmed  Cherubim  ' 

And  sworded  Seraphim 

Are  seen  in  glittering  ranks  with  wings  displav'd. 

Harping  in  loud  and  solemn  quire 

With  unexpressive  notes,  to  Heaven's  new-born  Heir. 

Such  music  (as  'tis  said) 

Before  was  never  made 

But  when  of  old  the  Sons  of  Morning  sung, 

While  the  Creator  great 

His  constellations  set 

And  the  well-balanced  world  on  hinges  hung  ; 

And  cast  the  dark  foundations  deep, 

And  bid  the  weltering  waves  their  oozy  channel  keep. 

Ring  out,  ye  crystal  spheres  ! 

Once  bless  our  human  ears, 

If  ye  have  power  to  touch  our  senses  so  ; 

And  let  your  silver  chime 

Move  in  melodious  time  ; 

And  let  the  bass  of  heaven's  deep  organ  blow  ; 

And  with  your  ninefold  harmony 

Make  up  full  consort  to  the  angelic  symphony. 
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For  if  such  holy  song 

Enwrap  our  fancy  long, 

Time  will  run  back,  and  fetch  the  age  of  gold  • 

And  speckled  Vanity  ^       ' 

Will  sicken  soon  and  die, 

A    S  .^  ^^^^^^  ^^"  P'^ss  awav,        ■ 

And  leave  her  dolorous  mansions  to  the  peering  day. 

J'f.^»  Truth  and  Justice  then 

Will  down  return  to  men, 

Ihroned  in  celestial  sheen, 

VVith  radiant  feet  the  tissued  clouds  down  steering  • 

And  Heaven,  as  at  some  festival.  ^  ' 

Will  open  wide  the  gates  of  her  high  palace-hall 

But  wisest  Fate  sa3's  No  ; 

This  must  not  yet  be  so  ; 

1  hat  on  the  bitter  cross 

Must  redeem  our  loss  ; 

So  both  Himself  and  us  to  glorifv  • 

Yet  first   to  those  ychain'd  in  sleep 

thed'eep  T"^'  "'  '"°"^  "^"^^  *'^""^^'-  ^^"-"gh 
With  such  a  horrid  clang 
As  on  Mount  Sinai  rang 

With  terror  of  that  blast 

Tkl  ".'     i?^  "T^"^'^^  ^ast  session, 

ttnf  -^"'^^  "^  ^^^^^"^  ^"-  «'^^"  «P-ad  His 

And  then  at  last  our  bliss 
Full  and  perfect  is, 

Thl  ^?Ji^'^'"'  '  ^°'"  ^'■^"^  »his  happy  day 
The  old  Dragon  under  ground  ^ 

in  slraiter  limits  bound, 
Not  half  so  far  casts  his  usurped  sway  • 
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And,  wroth  to  see  his  kingdom  fail, 
Swinges  the  scaly  horror  of  his  folded  tail. 

'rhe  Oracles  are  dumb  ; 

No  voice  or  hideous  hum 

Runs  through  the  arched  roof  in  words  deceivinL^ 

Apollo  from  his  shrine 

Can  no  more  divine. 

With  hollow  shriek  the  steep  of  Delphos  leavinir  • 

No  nigluly  trance  or  breathed  spell  " 

Inspires  the  pale-eyed  priest  from  the  prophetic  cell. 

The  lonely  mountains  o'er 

And  the  resounding  shore 

A  voice  of  weeping  heard,  and  loud  lament  ; 

t  rom  haunted  spring  and  dale 

Edged  with  poplar  pale 

w-^^S^^'"^  Genius  is  with  sighing  sent  ; 
NVith  flower- inwoven  tresses  torn 
The  Nymphs  in  twilight  shade   of  tangled  thickets 
mourn. 

In  consecrated  earth 

And  on  the  hoiy  hearth 

The  Lars  and  Leniures  moan  with  midnight  plaint  ; 

In  urns,  and  altars  round 

A  drear  and  dying  sound 

A  ^^'?^'  ?-n  ^'^^'"^"s  at  their  service  quaint  ; 

And  the  chill  marble  seems  to  sweat, 

While  each  peculiar  Power  foregoes  his  wonted  seat. 

Peor  and  Baalim 

Forsake  their  temples  dim. 

With  that  twice-batter'd  god  of  Palestine  : 

And  mooned  Ashtaroth 

Heaven's  queen  and  mother  both. 

Now  sitsnot^  girt  with  tapers'  holy  shine  ; 

ihe  Lybic  Hammon  shrinks  his  horn  • 

m  vain  the  Tyrian  maids  their  wounded  Thammuz 
mouni,  'w.umi^, 

And  sullen  Moloch,  fled. 

Hath  left  in  shadows  dread 

His  burning  idol  all  of  blackest  hue  ; 
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fn  vain  with  cymbals'  rint,' 
rhey  call  tlie  grisly  king," 

Ihe  brutish  gods  of  Nile  a  :  fast 

Isis.  and  Orus,  and  the  dog  Anu'bis,  haste 

Nor  is  Osiris  seen 

In  Memphian  grove,  or  green, 

Within  liis  sacred  .^icst  • 

Nought  but  profoundest'llell  can  l)e  his  shro.i.i  • 
ThJ^l  T'\  r^"'"'^""'^  '^"^hems  dark  ""''  ' 

The  sable-stole  ;  .orcerers  bear  his  worshipt  ark. 

He  feels  from  Judas  land 

The  dreaded  Infant's  hand  • 

I  he  rays  of  Bethlehem  blind  his  dusky  evn  • 

N  or  all  the  gods  beside  ^    ^     ' 

Longer  dare  alnde, 

Not  Typhon  Inige  ending  in  snaky  twine  • 

Sn  fn^N-  '"  ''!,T  "•'^  Godhead l[rue       " 

Can  in  His  swaddhng  band,  control  the  damned  cren  . 

So,  when  the  sun  in  bed 

Curtain'd  with  cloudy  red 

Pillows  his  chin  upon  an  orient  wave 

Ihe  flocking  shadows  pale 

1  roop  to  the  infernal  jail, 

Kach  fetter'd  ghost  slips  to  his  sev<^ral  irrive  • 

And  the  yellow-skirted  favs  ^         ' 

'maze!''  "'S^^-^^-^^.' ^-ving  their  moon-loved 

JUit  see  !  the  Virgin  blest 
I  lath  laid  her  Babe  to  rest  • 

\\f^.h>  °"'  ^''^^°"'  '°"S  should  here  have  ending  • 
leaven  s  youngest-teemed  star  "^  * 

I  lath  fix'd  her  polish'd  car, 

\m?  iTKit^th;;^  with  hand.naid  lamp  attend,      : 

II  •  V,  ^°°"*  ^"^  courtly  stable 
iJnght-hamess'd  Angels  sit  in  order  serviceable. 

/.  Milton 
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SONG  FOR  ST.   CECILIA'S  DA\\   16S7 

From  Harmony,  from  heavenly  llarmonv 
^  1  Jus  universal  frame  l^egan  : 
Wlu'n  Nature  underneath  a  heap 

r)f  jarring  atoms  lay 
And  could  not  heave  her  head, 
'i'he  tuneful  voice  was  heard  from  higii 

Arise,  ye  more  than  dead  ! 
1  hen  cold  and  hot  and  moist  and  dry 
In  order  to  their  stations  leap, 
And  Music's  power  obe) . 
From  harmony,  from  heavenly  harmony 
This  universal  frame  began  • 
From  harmon-  to  harmony 
^.roughall  the  cou.Mass  of  the  notc^s  it  ran, 
J  he  diapason  closinp  'ill  in  ^Tan. 

What  passion  cannot  ^lus^c  raise  and  quell  ^ 
When  J ubal  struck  tV    chorded  shell 
Ills  listening  brethren    ..o.  d  around. 
And,  wondering,  on  dieir  Ain    fell 
'I'o  worship  tliat  celestial  soui 
Less  than  a  god  they  thought  thei.  co.iM  not  dwell 
\yithin  the  hollow  of  that  shell 
That  spoke  so  sweeily  and  so  well. 
What  pa  sion  cannot  Music  raise  and  quell? 

The  trumpet's  loud  clangor 

Excites  us  to  arms, 
With  shrill  notes  of  anger 

And  mortal  alarms. 
The  double  double  double  beat 
Of  the  thundering  drum 
Cries  '  Hark  !  the  foes  come  ; 
Charge,  charge,  'tis  too  late  to  retreat  ! ' 

The  soft  com]>laining  flute 
In  dying  notes  discovers 
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The  wot's  of  hopeless  lovers, 
Whose  dirge  is  whispcr'd  by  the  warbhng  hUc. 

Sharp  vioh"ns  proclaim 
rheir  jealous  pangs  and  desperation, 
1<  ury,  frantic  indignation, 
T!^.t  If !"«.  and  height  of  passion 
1'  or  the  fair  disdainful  dame. 

IJut  oh  !  what  art  can  teach, 
What  human  voice  can  reach 

The  sacred  organ's  praise  ? 
Notes  inspiring  holy  love, 
I^  otes  that  wing  their  heavenly  ways 

1  o  mend  the  choirs  above. 

Orpheus  could  lead  the  savage  race. 
And  trees  unrooted  left  their  i.Iace 
Sequacious  of  the  lyre  ■ 

An  Anl°.l  h'  ^T""  y°'^*'*'  ^'-^^'h  was  gten  ' 
Mtn^if-     ""r'' ,""/  '^'■''^'ght  appear'd- 
Mistaking  Earth  for  Heaven. 

Grand  Choi-us 
As  from  the  power  of  sacred  lays 

I  he  spheres  began  to  move, 
Ancl  sung  the  great  Creator's  praise 

i  o  all  the  blest  above  ; 
So  when  the  last  and  dreadful  hour 
his  crumbling  pageant  shall  devour 

tII  r'Tt  •??■"  ^^  ^^""''^  °"  high, 
The  dead  shall  hve,  the  living  die. 
And  Music  shall  untune  the  sky. 

/.  Diydeii 

i.xxxvir 

ON  THE  LATE  MASSACKE  IN  PIEDMONT 
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Second 
Forget  not  :  Tn  Thy  book  record  their  groans 

Jla  n  by  the  bloody  I'lemontese,  that  roll'd 
Mother  w.th  anfant  down  the  rocks.     ThJh-  moans 
Ihe  vales  redoubled  to  the  hills,  and  thcv 

O'e   '.1? re  It  T-^^' V"r yr'd  bbod  Lullhes  sow 
^  er  all  the  Italian  fields,  where  still  doth  sway 

The  triple  Tyrant :  that  from  these  mav  frmw 
A  hundred-fold,  who.  having  learnt  ^ZlT 
Early  may  fly  the  Babylonian  woe        ^       ^' 
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I-XXXVIII 

HO  RATI  AN  ODE  UPON  CROMIVELVS 
RE  TURN  FROM  IRELAND 

The  forward  youth  that  would  appear. 
Must  now  forsake  his  Muses  dear 

Nor  m  the  shadows  sing 

His  numbers  languishing. 

'Tis  time  to  leave  the  books  in  dust 
And  oil  the  unused  armour's  rust,     ' 

Removing  from  the  wall 

The  corslet  of  the  hall. 

So  restless  Cromwell  could  not  cease 
I  n  the  inglorious  arts  of  peace, 

But  through  adventurous  war 

Urged  his  active  star  : 

And  like  the  three-fork'd  lightning,  first 
Breaking  the  clouds  where  it  wastirst 

^id  thorough  his  own  Side 

His  fiery  way  divide  : 

For  'tis  all  one  to  courage  high, 
1  he  emulous,  or  enemy  ; 

And  with  such,  to  enclose 

Is  more  than  to  oppose  ; 
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AnH^^J"'"^  ^^'°"Sh  the  air  he  went 
And  palaces  and  temples  rent  • 
And  Caesar's  head  at  last ' 
Uid  through  his  laurels  blast. 
Tis  madness  to  resist  or  blame 
Ihe  face  of  angry  heaven's  flame  ; 

And  If  we  would  speak  true, 
Much  to  the  Man  is  due 

Who.  from  his  private  gardens,  where 
He  lived  reserved  and  lustere. 

(As  ifhis  highest  plot 

lo  plant  the  bergamot,) 

Could  by  industrious  valour  chmb 
io  rum  the  great  work  of  time. 

And  cast  the  Kingdoms  old 
into  another  mould ; 

Though  Justice  against  Fate  complain 
And  p lea^  the  ancient  Rights  in  vaTn-1- 
But  those  do  hold  or  break 
As  men  are  strong  or  weak  ; 

AIIow^  ?'*  ^^'^'^  emptiness.    ' 

Allows  of  penetration  less. 

And  therefore  must  make  room 
Where  greater  spirits  come. 

What  field  ofall  the  civa  war 

Lf'u^'^  "°^  l^^  ^^^P^st  scar  ? 
And  Hampton  shows  what  part 
tie  had  ot  wiser  art, 

Where,  twining  subtle  fears  with  hope 
He  wove  a  net  of  such  a  scope  ^  ' 

ihat  Charles  himself  might  chase 
To  Carisbrook's  narrow  case, 

That  thence  the  Royal  actor  borne 
The  tragic  scr  ifold  might  adorn, ; 
While  round  the  armdd  bands 
Did  clap  their  bloody  hands. 


Second 

He  nothing  common  did  or  mean 
Upon  that  memorable  scene, 
But  with  his  keener  eye 
The  axe's  edge  did  try  ; 

Nor  call'd  the  Gods,  with  vulgar  spite, 
To  vmdicate  his  helpless  right  ; 

But  bow'd  his  comely  head* 

Down,  as  upon  a  bed. 

—This  was  that  memorable  hour 
Which  first  assured  the  forced  power  • 

So  when  they  did  design 

The  Capitol's  first  line, 

A  Bleeding  Head,  where  they  begun. 
i>id  fright  the  architects  to  run  • 

And  yet  in  that  the  State    ' 

Foresaw  its  happy  fate  ! 

And  now  the  Irish  are  ashamed 
To  see  themselves  in  one  year  tamed  j 
So  much  one  man  can  do 
That  does  both  act  and  know. 

They  can  affirm  his  praises  best. 
And  have,  though  overcome,  confest 

How  good  he  is,  how  just 

And  fit  for  highest  trust. 

Nor  yet  grovii  stiffer  with  command. 

But  still  m  ih-  Repubhc's  hand- 
How  fit  he  is  to  sway 
That  can  so  v/ell  obey  ! 

He  to  the  Commons'-  feet  presents 
A  Kingdom  for  his  first  year's  rents 
And  (what  he  may)  forbears     ' 
His  fame,  to  make  it  theirs  : 

And  has  his  sword  and  spoils  ungfrt 
To  lay  them  at  the  Public's  skirt 

So  when  the  falcon  high 

Falls  heavy  from  the  sky, 
V  z 
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She   having  kill'd,  no  more  doth  search 
I^ut  on  the  next  green  bough  to  perch 
Where   when  he  first  does  lure     ' 
1  he  falconer  has  her  sure. 
— JVhat  may  not  then  our  Isle  presume 
While  victory  his  crest  does  plume" 
VVhat  may  not  others  fear 
if  thus  he  crowns  each  year  ? 

T^?f '''■  '^tv^^'-efong,  to  Gaul, 
fo  Italy  an  Hannibal, 

^"f  to  all  States  not  free 
ohall  climacteric  be. 

Wi?hTn'i  •"''  '''^- ^^^  "°^  «hall  find 
Within  his  parti-colour'd  mind, 
But  from  this  valour  sad 
J^hrink  underneath  the  j^laid— 

"^PPJ'  \f  in  the  tufted  brake 
The  English  hunter  him  mistake. 

Nor  lay  his  hounds  in  near 
ilie  Caledonian  deer. 

at"*  I^°"J  ?^  W^^'s  ^"^  Fortune's  son 
March  mdefatigably  on  ;  ' 

And  for  the  last  effect 

tJtill  keep  the  sword  erect  : 

Besides  the  force  it  has  to  fright 

The  spirus  of  the  shady  night, 
The  same  arts  that  did  gain 
A  power,  must  it  maintain. 

A.  Marvell 

LXXXIX 

L  YCIDAS 
Elegy  on  a  Frien,  .rown.Un  tke  Irish  Channel 


Second 

Shatter  your  Icav  s  before  the  mellowing  year 
Bitter  constraint  and  sad  occasion  dear  ^  ^ 
Compels  me  to  disturb  your  season  due  • 
I  or  Lycdas  is  dead,  deid  ere  his  pd  ie' 
\  oung  Lyadas,  and  hath  not  left  his  peer 
Who  vyould  not  sing  for  Lycidas  ?  he  knev^        • 
Himself  to  sing,  and  build  the  lofty  rhyme 
He  must  not  float  upon  his  watery  bie/ 
Unwept   and  welter  to  the  parching  wind 
Without  the  meed  of  some  melodious  tear 

Begin  then.  Sisters  of  the  sacred  well 
Ihat  from  beneath  the  seat  of  Jove  doth  s,)riim  • 
Begin,  and  somewhat  loudly  sweep  the  stHno  ^  ' 
Hence  with  denial  vain  and  coy  e^uie  ^        ^" 
bo  may  some  gentle  Muse 

AndM"?^  ^°^-^«  f^^"»r  my  destined  urn  : 
And  as  he  passes,  turn 

And  bid  fair  peace  be  to  my  sable  shroud. 
Fed  the^'samrfln^r  K^^  ."^°"  '^^  '^^^''^^^  hill, 

Under  the  opening  eyelids  of  the  M^r^n 

Wha'Time'.t^''  ^"^J  '^^•'^  ^^^ether  heard 
What  time  (he  gray-fly  winds  her  sultry  horn 

Oft  tin  K'  ''It'.  ^''"^  "^^  ^^-h  dew's  'rnight 
T^      V  1,  ^^''''"  hat  rose  at  evening  bright  ' 

lowaM^heaven's  descent  had  sloped^hL  westering 

And  old  Damoetas  loved  to  hear  our  song     ^  ' 
Wilh'wi m';^'''''  ""!f  '^  «"=°*  »"'l  -leserl  caves 

i-anning  their  joyous  leaves  to  thy  soft  lays  :- 
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As  kimng  as  the  canker  to  the  rose, 

Or  S7°fl'"  ^°  the  weanling  herds  that  graze, 

?Vhln  fi  ^  ^r^'b  ^^1'  ^^^''  g^y  wardrobe  wear 
When  first  the  white-thorn  blows  : 

buch,  Lycidas,  thy  loss  to  shepherd's  ear 

cS'oW  IhJh'  ^J"?^''  ^^^"  '"^^  remorseless  deep 
Closed  oer  the  head  of  your  loved  Lycidas  ? 
For  neither  were  ye  playing  on  the  steeo 
Where  your  old  bards,  the  famous  Druids,  lie 
Nor  on  the  shaggy  top  of  Mona  high, 

a7ZI\  7  /'^^f'T  'P^"'^^'  ^^'  ^i^^rd  stream  : 
Ay  me  !  I  fondly  dream— 

"'^  ^  do^ne  ?  '^'''  •  •  •  ^^"'  ^^"-^  '^^"'^  ^hat  have 

Whatcould  the  Muse  herself  that  Orpheus  bore 
The  Muse  herself,  for  her  enchanting  son,  ' 

Whom  universal  nature  did  lament, 
When  by  the  rout  that  made  the  hideous  roar 
His  gory  visage  down  the  stream  was  sent, 
Down  the  swift  Hebrus  to  the  Lesbian  shore  ? 
Alas  !  what  boots  it  with  uncessant  care 

An^  "!  -l^^  ^""J^^J"'  ^^^ghted,  shepherd's  trade 
And  strictly  meditate  the  thankless  Muse  ? 
Were  it  not  better  dc::e,  as  others  use. 
To  sport  with  Amaryllis  in  the  shade. 
Or  with  the  tangles  of  Neaera's  hair  ? 

r?w  f  ?-^  |P"'  ^^^\^^^  ^'^^^  «Pi"t  doth  raise 
(That  last  infirmity  of  noble  mind) 

To  scorn  delights,  and  live  laborious  days  ; 

But  the  fair  guerdon  when  we  hope  to  find. 

And  think  to  burst  out  into  sudden  blaze, 

A  n^^n^u^^Tu"^  ^"'y  ^''^  "^^  ^^horred  Shears 
PWK      th«  th'n-spun  life.     '  But  not  the  praise  ' 
Phoebus  replied,  and  touch'd  my  trembling  ears  • 

Fame  is  no  plant  that  grows  on  mortal  soil, 
Nor  m  the  glistering  foil  ' 

Set  oflf  to  the  world,  nor  in  broad  rumour  lies  : 
But  lives  and  spreads  aloft  by  those  pure  eyes 
And  perfect  witness  of  all  judging  five  • 
As  he  pronounces  lastly  on  each  deed,    ' 
Uf  so  much  fame  in  heaven  expect  thy  meed  ' 
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O  fountain  Arethuse,  and  thou  honour'd  flood 
Smooth-sliding  Mincius,  crown'd  with  vocal  reeds. 
That  strain  I  heard  was  of  a  higher  mood. 
But  now  my  oat  proceeds, 
And  listens  to  the  herald  of  the  sea 
That  came  in  Neptune's  plea  ; 

wl^'fu'^  i^^  ^f^^^'  ^"^  ^^^^'^  the  felon  winds, 

VVhat  hard  mishap  hath  doom'd  this  gentle  swain? 

And  question  d  every  gust  of  rugged  wings 

I  hat  blows  from  off  each  beaked  promontory  : 

1  hey  knew  not  of  his  story  ; 

And  sa<^e  Hippotade's  their  answer  brings. 

1  hat  not  a  blast  was  from  his  dungeon  stray'd : 

Ihe  air  was  calm,  and  on  the  level  brine 

bleek  Panope  with  all  her  sisters  play'd. 

It  was  that  fatal  and  perfidious  bark 

Built  m  the  eclipse,  and  rigg'd  with  curses  dark. 

1  hat  sunk  so  low  that  sacred  head  of  thine. 

Next  Canius,  reverend  sire,  went  footing  slow, 
His  mantle  hairy,  and  his  bonnet  sedge 
Inwrought  with  figures  dim,  and  on  the  edge 
i^ilve  to  that  sanguine  flower  inscribed  with  woe  • 

Ah  !  who  hath  reft,'  quoth  he,  '  my  dearest  pledge  !' 
Last  came,  and  last  did  go 
The  Pilot  of  the  Galilean  lake  ; 
Two  massy  keys  he  bore  of  metals  twain 
(The  golden  opes,  the  iron  shuts  amain)  ; 
He  shook  his  mitred  locks,  and  stern  bespake  • 

How  well  could  I  have  spared  for  thee,  young  swain 
Enow  of  such,  as  for  their  bellies'  sake  ' 

Creep  and  intrude  and  climb  into  the  fold  ! 
Of  other  care  they  little  reckoning  make 
Ihan  how  to  scramble  at  the  shearers'  feast. 
And  shove  away  the  worthy  bidden  guest. 

llold        *^^^  ""''"''^  themselves  know  how  to 

Th?t7n  i°t'-.rr  "f-r  ^,'^'""'^  ^"Sht  else  the  least 
1  hat  to  the  faithful  herdman's  art  belongs  ' 

f*;^f/tthem?    What  need  they?    They  are 
And  when  they  list,  their  lean  and  flashy  songs 
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Rol  inwanlTy  and  fii'"'  '^  '.»'*  ">kt  they  draw 
Besides  what  .1^„  „  •      ™"i-''f>"°"  '^I're-'"!  • 

-But  ,ha.  Iwod'JaSe  itpne  7,ho'i- 
S.a„ds  ready  ,o  s,™.e  one?,  a^nd'snlL'Tmore  ■ 

And  call  the  va[es   and  hi,l  fi"™^'^',""'''"  Muse, 
Their  „e(',  and  flowe"ets  of  .  T  """"-T  =»»' 

!«  vnllor^  I         ""wcrets  ot  a  thousand  hiio<; 

Of    h    l^;  an'd  :.^nr  ''^-  "/^^^  -hispels    se 
On  wh.se  VrTsh  bp"  he"  sw^'h.""'  ^''"^^^  ^^-^^s 
Throw  hither  all  vi  nr  n        ^   '^''"'  ''J'^''^''^  ^ooks  ; 
That  on  the  ereen  ;    f^  '?^  enamell'd  eyes         ' 
And  purpJe  Ke  e^unf  "^^f  ^oney'd  showers 
^ring  the  rathe  nrli'l'*''^^  ^^'""•''^  lowers. 

The  white  pink    nS  fl?    ^''''"'  J*-'^^^mine, 

The  gIowin'/;^oi:^'  ''^  ^^"'^^  ^^^'^'^^  -^h  jet, 

/ash  faraJiv.-w^heJ:.:  'jr,""'*  ''=""  '"'S  «- 
Whether  beyo-nd  ^^^"^VX^Zr  '""''"■ 

Or  whether  S  ,  T„°    "'=  ™o"strous  world  ; 
Sleep's!  by  h    ?'h°  °^^ S'T  ™"'  "J^fed. 
Where  th/ crZ!  v'    ^  ">=herus  old, 
Looks  ,owafdl!;r"  °f  "5=  g'-Tded  monnt 
-Look  hoL^d   rn»f°^  ''">'°"?'^  I'°'d. 

-And.  o  ye  -.iphi„tilftTh:'ha;tr;'o.T,;'',  '""■  •• 
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And  yet  anon  repairs  his  drooping  head 

And  tricks  his  heams,  and  with  nt™nded  n.- . 

In  the  blest  ]angdo„,s  meek  of  joy  and  love 
Ihere  entertan)  him  all  the  Saints  above 
In  solemn  troops,  and  sweet  societies 
I  hat  sing   and  singing,  in  their  glory'move 
And  wipe   he  tears  for  ever  fronrhisVyeT 
Now,  Lycidas,  the  shepherds  weep  no^more  • 
Henceforth  thou  art  the  Genius  of  the  shore  ' 

wvu  ,      ^'-'"''^'"  s^ops  of  various  ciuills 

With  eager  thought  warbling  his  Do  icT    ' 

And  r^  '^'  T  ^""'^  '''■'''^^'^^  0"t  a     theMls 
And  now  was  dropt  into  the  western  bay  ' 

At  last  he  rose   and  twitch'd  his  mantle  blue  • 
ro-morrow  to  fresh  woods,  and  pastmes  new. 

/.   A/i/fon   , 
xc 
OJ^  THE  TOMBS  IN  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY 
Mortality,  behold  and  fear 

What  a  change  of  flesh  is  here! 
Ihink  how  many  royal  bones 
bleep  within  these  heaps  of  stones  • 
Here  they  lie,  had  realms  and  lands, 
Who  now  want  strength  to  stir  their  hands, 


r\ 


%  \ 


I  ii 


ra 


-'  .i 


I 

'*  Book 

Herd's  o!.'         greatness  is  no  trust  ' 

With  Z  ""-'[^  '°^"  ^"^^«d 
With  the  richest  roydJest  seed 

That  the  earth  did  e'er  suck  in 
Since  the  first  man  dfed  ?or   in  • 
"Thn*^K^°r°^  birth  have  cried 

«s;^:&^h-~.died. 

I3uried  ?nT  .   ""^  P°'"P  ^"d  state 
'iuned  m  dust,  once  dead  by  fate. 

F.  Beaumont 

XCI 
THE  LAST  CONQUEROR 
Victorious  nienofearth.no  more 

Nor  to  these  alone  confined 
He  hath  at  will 

ASf.''"1°'  ""''  ^"''tle  ways  to  Ml  •      ' 
ShftTi     ■■  ^'^'  ^  ">=  will  use  the  art ' 
Shall  have  the  cunning  skill  t'obreak'L  heart. 

J.  Shir  lev 
xcir  -^ 

DEATH  THE  LEVELLER 

^^'Ar?i'i'^^°"'"b^°°d^"d  state 
Therf  i«  n^      "'"'  "°^  substantial  thincs  • 
n/.S?  i^''"  u^'  ^^^^"st  fate ;  ^  ' 

Death  lays  his  icy  hand  on  kings  • 
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Second 

Sceptre  and  Crown 

Must  tumble  down, 
And  in  the  dust  be  equal  made 
With  the  poor  crooked  scythe  and  spade. 

Some  men  with  swords  may  reap  the  field, 

And  plant  fresh  laurels  where  they  kill  : 
But  their  strong  nerves  at  last  must  yield  ; 
They  tame  but  one  another  still : 
Early  or  late 
They  stoop  to  fate, 
And  must  give  up  their  murmuring  breath 
When  they,  pale  captives,  creep  to  death. 

The  garlands  wither  on  your  brow  ; 

Then  boast  no  more  your  mighty  deeds ; 
Upon  Death's  purple  altar  now 

See  where  the  victor-victim  bleeds  : 
Your  heads  must  come 
To  the  cold  tomb  ; 
Only  the  actions  of  the  just 
Smell  sweet,  and  blossom  in  their  dust. 

/.  Shirley 
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XCIII 

IVHEN   THE  ASSAULT  WAS  INTENDED 
TO   THE   CITY 

Captain,  or  Colonel,  or  Knight  in  Arms, 

Whose  chance  on  these  defenceless  doors  may  seize, 

If  deed  of  honour  did  thee  ever  please. 

Guard  them,  and  him  within  protect  from  harms. 

He  can  requite  thee  ;  for  he  knows  the  charais 
That  call  fame  on  such  gentle  acts  as  these, 
And  he  can  spread  thy  name  o'er  lands  and  seas. 
Whatever  clime  the  sun's  bright  circle  warms. 

Lift  not  thy  spear  against  the  Muses'  bower  : 

The  great  Emathian  conqueror  bid  spare 

The  house  of  Pindarus,  when  temple  and  tower 
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XCI\' 

^hal^m^:;;rr^-yf.ius  spent 

And  that  one  Slen   w    'u^''^'^ ^^"'-J'!  and  wide. 

Lodged  with  me  usele  s  fh''  "^T^'  '^  '^'^'^ 

To  serve  therewith        I        '    "'  ""'  "^°^^  ^-' 

My  true  a™rLT'lIe'?'r'  '-^"^  ^^'^-^ 
Doth  God  exact  d.vi.V    ''^^  ''""'"g^  chide,— 

Bear  His  n.iJd  yok;,^hey  V        P?^'  i  "''^^  ^^^^^ 

Jungly  ;U.ousan;  a  '.;-"'"^'"^^^^^^« 
And  post  o'er  land  and  ,':.:^:S"^  «P^ed 

They  also  serve  who  only  s^'  1  J^'!?"^  ^i^^^  ^  - 

"y  i>u:jJii  and  wait. 

y.  MiV^oH 

xcv 

CHARACTER   np    j    rr ,  ^ 

'    ^^^  ^  HAPPY  LIFE 

unHej,,,„,':;i,?i-'Cc'/r''^''''' 
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Second 

Tr^vic"; -'^vr'  '''''  ^■'^'-'"^^  ^'^'^'^  raise 
i^or  V  ce  ,  \\  Ik,  never  understoo,! 

How  c  ee,)cst  wounds  are  given  by  pmise  • 

Nor  rules  of  state,  but  rules  of  good  :        ' 

Who  hath  his  life  from  rumours  freed 
\\  hose  conscience  is  his  strong  retre.t  • 
Whose  state  can  neither  flattens  S' 
Nor  rum  make  oppressors  great ;  ' 

Who  God  doth  late  and  early  pray 
More  of  His  grace  than  gifts  to  lend  • 
And  entertains  the  harn.Ls  day    "^' 
With  a  religious  book  or  friend  j 

—This  man  is  freed  from  servile  band« 
pi  hope  to  rise,  or  fear  to  fair     ^""^^ 
Lord  of  himself  though  not  of  lands  • 
A.  1  having  nothing,  yet  hath  all         * 

Sir  H.   ]Votton 
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XCVI 
THE  NOBLE  NATURE 
TnK  n°^'T^"S:Jikeatree 

orst^nd'i:;^^^':^^,^^ 

Tofalla4atrJt^;t'S:^S.^-' 
A  Illy  of  a  day 

Although  It  fall  and  die  that  niVht 

fi.  Jonson 
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XCVII 

THE   GIFTS  OF  GOD 
.        'When  God  at  first  made  Man. 

Let  us  (said  He)  pour  on  him  all  we  can  • 
Let  the  world's  riches,  which  dispersed  S;, 
Contract  mto  a  span. 

Tu      u     ^°  ^^'■^"gth  first  made  a  way  • 
Then  beauty  flow'd,  then  wisdom,  hJnour,  pleasure  • 
When  almost  all  was  out,  God  made  a  stay 
Perceiving  that  alone,  of  all  His  treasui  ^' 
Kest  m  the  bottom  lay.  ' 

For  if  I  should  (said  He) 
Bestow  this  jewel  also  on  My  creature 
He  would  adore  My  gifts  instead  of  Me, 
And  rest  in  Nature,  not  the  God  of  Nature. 

S30  both  should  losers  be. 

B  * ,    ^^V^^  ^^^  ^^^P  the  rest, 
Le  hfm^Ti  ^^i,'^^'V'P^"^"g  restlessness  : 
ifJnZ      V''^  l"^  "^^^'y'  that  at  least, 
ff  goodness  lead  him  not.  yet  weariness 
May  toss  him  to  My  breast. 

G.  Herbert 

xcviir 
THE  RETREAT 

Happy  those  early  days,  when  I 
^hmed  in  my  Angel-infancy  I 
Before  I  understood  this  place 
Appointed  for  my  second  race, 
Or  taught  my  soul  to  fancy  aueht 
But  a  white,  celestial  thought! 
When  yet  I  had  not  walk'd  above 
A  mile  or  two  from  my  first  Love 


asure  : 


Second 

And  jooWng  back,  at  that  short  space 
Could  see  a  ghmpse  of  His  bright  face  ; 
When  on  some  gilded  cloud  or  flower 
My  gazing  soul  would  dwell  an  hour 
And  m  those  weaker  glories  spy        ' 
Some  shadows  of  eternity  ; 
Before  I  taught  my  tongue 'to  wound 
My  conscience  with  a  sinful  sound. 
Or  had  the  black  art  to  dispense 
A  several  sin  to  every  sense, 
But  felt  through  all  this  fleshly  dress 
Bright  shoots  of  everlastingness. 

O  how  I  long  to  travel  back, 
And  tread  again  that  ancient  track  ! 

inf      2''^^^°^'=^  "^o""®  ""each  that  plain 
Where  first  I  left  my  glorious  train  : 
From  whence  th'  enlighten'd  spirit  sees 
That  shady  City  of  palm  trees  ! 
But  ah  !  my  soul  with  too  much  stay 
Is  urunk,  and  staggers  in  the  way  :— 
borne  men  a  forward  motion  love, 
But  I  by  backward  steps  would  move  • 
And  when  this  dust  falls  to  the  urn 
In  that  state  I  came,  return.  ' 

H.  Vaughan 
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XCIX 

TO  MR.  LA  WRENCE 
Lawrence,  of  virtuous  father  virtuous  son. 

wwl  ch  1^  ^'^^'  "•■^  ^^"'^  ^"^  ^^y«  are  mire. 
Where  shall  we  sometimes  meet,  and  by  the  fire 
Help  waste  a  sullen  day,  what  may  be  won 

From  the  hard  season  gaining  ?    Time  will  run 
On  smoother,  till  Favonius  re-inspire 
1  he  frozen  earth,  and  clothe  in  fresh  attire 
The  lily  and  rose,  tiiat  neither  sow'd  nor  spun 
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^f  A  n    ]   ?P^'*- 1^^".  ^^'^'*  "^'  ^'Sht  and  choice. 
Of  Attic  taste,  with  wme,  whence  we  may  rise 
To  hear  the  hite  well  touch'd,  or  artful  voice 
Warble  immortal  notes  and  Tuscan  air  ? 
He  who  of  those  delights  can  judge,  and  spare 
To  interpose  them  oft,  is  not  unwise. 

/.  Milton 


TO  CYRIACK  SKINNER 

nfk^  v'  ^hpsegrandsire,  on  the  royal  bench 
Ui  British  Ihemis,  with  no  mean  applause 
Pronounced,  and  in  his  volumes  taught,  our  laws, 
Which  others  at  their  bar  so  often  wrench  ; 

l^'^lt2  !^7'^^''  '^'"^^^  ^^t'^  "^e  to  drench 

T    .T  7- 1^""*  '''^^''^  "°  repenting  draws  : 

Let  Euclid  rest,  and  Archimedes  pause, 

And  what  the  Swede  intend,  and  what  the  French. 

To  measure  life  learn  thou  betimes,  and  know 

Toward  solid  good  what  leads  the  nearest  way  ; 

For  other  things  mild  Heaven  a  time  ordains, 

And  disapproves  that  care,  though  wise  in  show, 
1  hat  with  superfluous  burden  loads  the  day 
And,  when  God  sends  a  cheerful  hour,  refrains. 

/.  Milton 
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A  HYMN  IN  PRAISE  OF  NEPTUNE 

Of  Neptune's  empire  let  us  sing, 
At  whose  command  the  waves  obey  ; 
To  whom  the  rivers  tribute  pay, 
Down  the  high  mountains  sliding  ; 
To  whom  the  scaly  nation  yields 
Homage  for  the  crystal  fields 
^Vherein  they  dwell  ; 
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Second 

And  every  sea-god  pays  a  gem 
yearly  out  of  his  watery  cell, 
lo  deck  great  Neptune's  diadem. 

The  Tritons  dancing  in  a  ring 
Before  his  palace  gates  do  make 
Ihe  water  with  their  echoes  quake, 
Like  the  great  thunder  sounding  : 
Ihe  sea-nymphs  chaunt  their  accents  shrill. 
And  the  Syrens  taught  to  kill 
With  their  sweet  voice, 
Make  every  echoing  rock  reply, 
Unto  their  gentle  murmuring  noise, 
ine  praise  of  Neptune's  empery. 

T,  Campion 


CIl 

HYMN  ro  DIANA 

Queen  and  Huntress,  chaste  and  fair, 
Now  the  sun  is  laid  to  sleep, 

beated  in  thy  silver  chair 

^  in  wonted  manner  keep  : 
Hesperus  entreats  thy  light, 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 

Earth,  let  not  thy  envious  shade 

Dare  itself  to  interpose  ; 
Cynthia's  shining  orb  was  made 

Heaven  to  clear  when  day  did  close : 
Bless  us  then  with  wished  sight, 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 

Lay  thy  bow  of  pearl  apart 

_     And  thy  crystal-shining  quiver  • 
Give  unto  the  flying  hart  ' 

Space  to  breathe,  how  short  soever : 
Thou  that  mak'st  a  day  of  night. 
Goddess  excellently  bright ! 

B.  ronscK 
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WISHES  FOR  THE  SUPPOSED  MISTRESS, 


Whoe'er  she  be. 


-That  not . 
That  shall 


impossible 

'  command  my  heart  and  me 


She 


Where'er  she  lie, 

Lock'd  up  from  mortal  eye 

In  shady  leaves  of  destiny  : 

Till  that  ripe  birth 

Of  studied  Fate  stand  forth, 

And  teach  her  fair  steps  tread  our  earth  j 

Till  that  divine 

Idea  take  a  shrine 

Of  crystal  flesh,  through  which  to  shine  : 

—Meet  you  her,  my  Wishes, 

Bespeak  her  to  my  blisses. 

And  be  ye  call'd,  my  absent  kisses. 

I  wish  her  beauty 
That  owes  not  all  its  duty 
To  gaudy  tire,  or  glist'ring  shoe-tie  : 

Something  more  than 

TafFata  or  tissue  can, 

Or  rampant  feather,  or  rich  fan. 

A  face  that's  best 

By  its  own  beauty  drest, 

And  can  alone  commend  the  rest : 

A  face  made  up 

Out  of  no  other  shop 

Than  what  Nature's  white  hand  sets  ope. 

Sydnaean  showers 

Of  sweet  discourse,  whose  powers 

Can  crown  old  Winter's  head  with  flowers. 
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Second 

Whate'er  delight 

Can  make  day's  forehead  bright 

Or  give  down  to  the  wings  of  night. 

Soft  silken  hours, 

Open  suns,  shady  bowers  ; 

'Bove  all,  nothing  within  that  lowers. 

Days,  that  need  borrow 

No  part  of  their  good  morrow 

From  a  fore-spent  night  of  sorrow  : 

Days,  that  in  spite 

Of  darkness,  by  the  light 

Of  a  clear  mind  are  day  all  night. 

Life,  that  dares  oend 

A  challenge  to  his  end, 

And  when  it  comes,  say,  *  Welcome,  friend.* 

I  wish  her  store 

Of  worth  may  leave  her  poor 

Of  wishes  ;  and  I  wish no  more. 

Now,  if  Time  knows 
That  Her,  whose  radiant  brows 
Weave  them  a  garland  of  my  vows  ; 

Her  that  dares  be 

What  these  lines  wish  to  see  : 

I  seek  no  further,  it  is  She. 

Tis  She,  and  here 
Lo  !  I  unclothe  and  clear 
My  wishes'  cloudy  character. 

Such  worth  as  this  is 
Shall  fix  my  flying  wishes. 
And  determine  them  to  kisses. 

Let  her  full  glory. 

My  fancies,  fly  before  ye  | 

Be  ye  my  fictions  :— but  her  story. 

J?.  Crashaw 
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CIV 


THE  GREAT  ADVENTURER 

Over  the  mountains 
And  over  the  waves, 
Under  the  fountains 
And  under  the  graves  ; 

^^^l  A?°'''  *^^^  ^'^  ^'eepest, 
Which  Neptune  obey  :  ' 

Over  rocks  that  are  steepest 
Love  will  find  out  the  way. 

Where  there  is  no  place 
'     f  °f  the  glow-worm  to  lie  : 

Where  there  is  no  space 

V  or  receipt  of  a  fly  • 

f  ^'f,f  ^he  midge  dares  not  venture 
Lest  herself  fast  she  lay; 

V  Jove  come,  he  will  enter 
And  soon  find  out  his  way. 

You  may  esteem  him 

A  child  for  his  might  • 

Or  you  may  deem  him' 

A  coward  from  his  flight ; 

But  if  she  whom  love  doth  honour 

Be  conceal'd  from  the  day. 

J>et  a  thousand  guards  upon  her 

Love  will  find  out  the  way. 

Some  think  to  lose  him 
^y  having  him  confined:' 
And  some  do  suppose  him, 
Poor  thing,  to  be  blind  ; 

nllM  "u  ^^  ^?  '^^^'^  ye  wall  him. 
Do  the  best  that  you  may.  ' 

Blind  love,  if  so  ye  call  him. 

Will  hnd  out  his  way 


Second 

You  may  train  the  eagle 
To  stoop  to  your  fist  ; 
Or  you  may  inveigle 
The  phoenix  of  the  east ; 
The  lioness,  ye  may  move  her 
To  give  o'er  her  prey ; 
But  you'll  ne'er  stop  a  lover  : 
He  will  find  out  his  way. 

Anon. 


cv 

THE  PICTURE   OF  LITTLE    T.C.    IN  A 
PROSPECT  OF  FLOWERS 

See  with  what  simplicity 

This  nymph  begins  her  golden  days  ! 

In  the  green  grass  she  loves  to  lie, 

And  there  with  her  fair  aspect  tames 

The  wilder  flowers,  and  gives  them  names  ; 

But  only  with  the  roses  plays. 

And  them  does  tell 
What  colours  best  become  them,  and  what  smell. 

Who  can  foretell  for  what  high  cause 
This  darling  of  the  Gods  was  born  ? 
Yet  this  is  she  whose  chaster  laws 
The  wanton  Love  shall  one  day  fear, 
And,  under  her  command  severe, 
See  his  bow  broke,  and  ensigns  torn. 
Ilappy  who  can 
Appease  this  virtuous  enemy  of  man  ! 

O  then  let  me  in  time  compound 
And  parley  with  those  conquering  eyes. 
Ere  they  have  tried  their  force  to  wound  ; 
Ere  with  their  glancing  wheels  they  drive 
In  triumph  over  hearts  that  strive, 
And  them  that  yield  but  more  despise  : 
Let  me  be  laid, 
Where  I  may  see  the  glories  from  some  shade. 
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Mean  time,  whilst  every  verdant  thing 
Itself  does  at  thy  beauty  charm, 
Reform  the  errors  of  the  Spring  ; 
Make  that  the  tulips  may  have  share 
■     Of  sweetness,  seeing  they  are  fair, 
And  roses  of  their  f'orns  disarm  ; 

rru  ,.    •  %  ^"^  ^^^^  procure 

1  nat  violets  may  a  longer  age  endure. 

But  O  young  beauty  of  the  woods, 
Whom  Nature  courts  with  fruits  and  flowers 
Oather  the  flowers,  but  spare  the  buds  ; 
Lest  Flora,  angry  at  thy  crime 
To  kill  h.-r  infants  in  their  prime, 
Should  quickly  make  th'  example  yours  ; 
T^.    .     ,     ,,  And  ere  we  see — 

^ip  in  the  blossom— all  our  hopes  and  thee. 

A.  Marvell 


cvi 
CHILD  AND  MAIDEN 

Ah,  Chloris  !  could  I  now  but  sit 

As  unconcern'd  as  when 
Your  infant  beauty  could  beget 

No  happiness  or  pain  ! 
When  I  the  dawn  used  to  admire, 

And  praised  the  coming  day, 
I  little  thought  the  rising  fire  ' 

Would  take  my  rest  away. 

Your  charms  in  harmless  childhood  lay 

Like  metals  in  a  mine ; 
Age  from  no  face  takes  more  away 

Than  youth  conceal'd  in  thine. 
But  as  your  charms  insensibly 

To  their  perfection  prest, 
So  love  as  unperceived  did  fly. 

And  ccnlerd  in  my  breast. 


Second 

My  passion  with  your  beauty  grew, 

VVhile  Cupid  at  my  heart, 
Still  as  his  mother  favour'd  you, 

Threw  a  new  flaming  dart : 
Each  gloried  in  their  wanton  part ; 

To  make  a  lover,  he 
Employ'd  the  utmost  of  his  art— 

To  make  a  beauty,  she. 

Sir  C.  Sedley 

CVII 

CONSTANCY 

I  cannot  change,  as  others  do, 

Though  you  unjustly  scorn. 
Since  that  poor  swain  that  sighs  for  you, 

For  you  alone  was  born  ; 
No,  Phyllis,  no,  your  heart  to  move 

A  surer  way  I'll  try, — 
And  to  revenge  my  slighted  love. 

Will  still  love  on,  and  die. 

When,  kill'd  with  grief,  Amintas  lies, 

And  you  to  mind  shall  call 
The  sighs  that  now  unpitied  rise, 

The  tears  that  vainly  fall. 
That  welcome  hour  that  ends  his  smart 

Will  then  begin  your  pain. 
For  such  a  faithful  tender  heart 

Can  never  break  in  vain. 

/.   Wilmot,  Earl  of  Rochester 
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CVIII 

COUNSEL  TO  GIRLS 

Gather  ye  rose-buds  while  ye  may, 

Old  Time  is  still  a-flying : 
And  this  same  flower  that  smiles  to-day, 

To-morrow  will  be  dying. 
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Ihe  glonous  lamp  of  Heaven,  the  Sun 

1  he  higher  he's  a-gctting 

The  sooner  will  his  lace  be  run, 
And  nearer  he's  to  setting. 

That  age  is  best  which  is  the  fust. 

When  youth  and  blood  are  warmer  • 
I3iit  bemg  spent,  the  worse,  and  wo?st 

Times,  still  succeed  the  former 

^^a"  ^  u°/  ^""y^  ^"t  "se  your  time  • 
And  while  yo  may,  go  marry         * 

For  having  lost  but  once  your  prime 
Vou  may  for  ever  tarry.         ^        ' 

A'.  Herrick 

CIX 
TO  IMCASTA,  ON  GOING   TO   THE    WAJ^S 

"^  Tw7°*'  ?7^^^'  ^  '-""  ""kind 
1  hat  from  the  nunnery 

Of  thy  chaste  breast  and  quiet  mind 
To  war  and  arms  I  fly. 

"^  Th/fi"!'^r  "''.'*''^''  "o^  I  chase, 
1  he  first  foe  in  the  field  : 

A  swoid,  a  horse,  a  shield. 
Vet  this  inconstancy  is  such 
As  you  too  shall  adore  ; 

i-oved  I  not  Honour  more. 

Colonel  Lovelace 

cx 
ELIZABETH   OF  BOHEMIA 

You  meaner  beauties  of  the  night, 

1  hat  poorly  satisfy  our  eyes 
More  by  your  number  than  your  light 


Second 

Vou  common  people  of  tfTo  skies. 
What  are  you,  when  the  Moon  shall  rise  ? 
^'ou  curious  chanters  of  the  wood 

1  hat  warble  forth  <lame  Nature's  lavs 
1  hinkmg  your  passions  understood  ' 

wl^  y'/'ii/vcak  accents  ;  what's  your  nriise 
When  Philomel  her  voice  doth  raC 
You  violets  that  first  appear, 

Like  the  proud  virgins  of  the  year. 

As  If  the  spring  were  all  your  own,- 
What  are  you,  when  the  Rose  is  blown  ? 
So  when  my  Mistress  shall  be  seen 

TW  V,-  r'"^""'^  H'''"^y  ^'^  her  mind, 
liy  V,  tue  first,  then  choice,  a  Queen, 

1  ell  me,  if  she  were  not  design'd 
Ih  eclipse  and  glory  of  her  kind  ? 
Sir  H.    IVottoii 
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CXI 

TO  THE  LADY  MARGARET  LEY 
Daughter  to  that  good  Earl,  once  President 
Of  Lnglanc's  Council  and  her  Treasur 
Who  lived  in  both,  unstain'd  with  go  d  or  fee 
And  left  them  both,  more  in  himseff  content, ' 
Till  the  sad  breaking  of  that  Parliament 
Broke  him,  as  that  dishonest  victory 
At  Chaeroneia,  fatal  to  liberty         ^ 
Kill  d  with  report  that  old  man  eloquent  — 

^radam,  methinks  I  see  him  lining  yet- 
So  vyell  your  words  his  noble  virtues  oraise 
And  to?°'''  i"^;fie  you  to  relate  then^S 
And  to  possess  them,  honour'd  Margaret 

/.  Milton 
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cxir 
THE  TRUE  BEAUTY 

He  that  loves  a  rosy  cheek 

Or  a  coral  lip  admires, 
Or  from  star-like  eyes  doth  seek 

Fuel  to  maintain  his  fires  ; 
As  old  Time  makes  these  decay, 
So  his  flames  must  waste  away. 

But  a  smooth  and  steadfast  mind. 
Gentle  thoughts,  and  calm  desire^ 

Hearts  with  equal  love  combined, 
Kindle  never-dying  fires  :— 

Where  these  are  not,  I  despise 

Lovely  cheeks  or  lips  or  eyes. 

T,  Carew 

CXIII 

TO  DIANEME 

?xT^^.^I'  ^®  "°*  P^°"^  °f  tJ^ose  two  eyes 
Which  starlike  sparkle  in  their  skies  : 

A  n  u  ®  ^°"  P^°"^'  ^^^*  yo"  can  see 
All  hearts  your  captives  ;  yours  yet  free  • 
5f  J°^  not  proud  of  that  rich  hair 
Which  wantons  with  the  lovesick  air  ; 
Whenas  that  ruby  which  you  wear 
Sunk  from  the  tip  of  your  soft  ear, 
ixTu  *°  ^^  ^  precious  stone 

When  all  your  world  of  beauty's  gone. 

R,  Herrick. 


cxiv 

Love  in  thy  youth,  fair  Maid,  be  wise  ; 

Old  Time  will  make  thee  colder, 
And  though  each  morning  new  arise' 

Yet  we  each  day  grow  older. 


Second 

Thou  as  Heaven  art  fair  and  young, 

Thine  eyes  like  twin  stars  shining  ; 
But  ere  another  day  be  sprung 

All  these  will  be  declining. 
Then  winter  comes  with  all  his  fears, 

And  all  thy  sweets  shall  borrow  ; 
Too  late  then  wilt  thou  shower  thy  tears, - 

And  I  too  late  shall  sorrow  ! 

Anon. 


\   .    1 
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cxv 

Go,  lovely  Rose  ! 
Tell  her,  that  wastes  her  time  and  me, 

That  now  she  knows, 
When  I  resemble  her  to  thee. 
How  sweet  and  fair  she  seems  to  be. 

Tell  her  that's  young 
And  shuns  to  have  her  graces  spied, 

That  hadst  thou  sprung 
In  deserts,  where  no  men  abide, 
Thou  must  have  uncommended  died. 

Small  is  the  worth 
Of  beauty  from  the  light  retired  : 

Bid  her  come  forth, 
Suffer  herself  to  be  desired. 
And  not  blush  so  to  be  admired. 

Then  die  !  that  she 
The  common  fate  of  all  things  rare 

May  read  in  thee  : 
How  small  a  part  of  time  they  share 
That  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  fair ! 

E.    Walle7- 
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CXVI 


TO  CELIA 

Drink  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes, 
And  I  will  pledge  with  mine  : 

Ur  leave  a  kiss  but  in  the  cup 

Tu   "^^.^'^  "°^  ^ook  for  wine. 

The  thirst  that  fi;o.n  the  soul  doth  rise 
Doth  ask  a  drink  divine  ; 

But  might  I  of  Jove's  nectar  sup, 
I  would  not  change  for  thine. 

I  sent  thee  late  a  rosy  wreath, 

JNot  so  much  honouring  thee 
As  giving  it  a  hope  that  there 

It  could  not  wither'd  be  • 
But  thou  thereon  didst  oni;  breathe 

And  sent'st  it  back  to  me  • 
bince  when  it  grows,  and  smells,  I  swear 

Not  of  Itself  but  thee  !  ' 

B.  Jonson 


CXVII 
CHERR  Y-RIPE 
There  is  a  garden  in  her  face 

A  heavenly  paradise  is  that  i^lace 
Wherein  all  pleasant  fruits  do  grow  • 

I  heix^  chernes  grow  that  none  m.y  ^' 
1  ill  Cherry-Ripe  themselves  do  cry. 
Those  cherries  fairly  do  enclose 

wi  -Sf^f  ^  ^'?^'^  ""  ^^°"^Ie  row, 
Which  when  ler  lovely  laughte  ■  shows 

Y et  them  no  peer  nor  prince  may  buy 
Till  Cherry-Ripe  themselves  do  cry.  ^' 


Second 

Her  eyes  like  angels  watch  them  still ; 
Her  brows  like  bended  bows  do  stand, 
l\\^  "ing  with  piercing  frowns  to  kill 
^  ^  All  that  approach  with  eye  or  hand 
Fhese  sacred  cherries  to  come  nigh, 
Till  Cherry- Ripe  themselves  do  cry  ! 
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CXVIII 


CORINNA  'S  J/,1  YING 

Get  up,  get  up  for  shame  !     The  blooming  morn 
Upon  her  wings  presents  the  god  unshorn, 
bee  how  Aurora  throws  her  fair 
Fresh-quilted  colours  through  the  air  : 
Get  up,  sweet  Slug-a-bed,  and  see 
1  he  dew  bespangling  herb  and  tree. 
Each  flower  has  wept,  and  bow'd  toward  the  east. 
Above  an  hour  smce  ;  yet  you  not  drcst, 
^ay  !  not  so  much  as  out  of  bed  ^ 
When  all  the  birds  have  matins  said, 
And  sung  their  thankful  hymns  :  'tis  sin, 
^'iy.  Pi-ofanation,  to  keep  in,— 
Whenas  a  thousand  virgins  on  this  day 
Spring,  sooner  than  the  lark,  to  fetch-in  May. 
Kise  ;  and  put  on  your  foliage,  and  be  seen 
To  come  forth,  like  the  Spring-time,  fresh  and  green, 
And  sweet  as  Flora,     Take  no  care 
i;or  jewels  for  your  gown,  or  hair  : 
i;_ear  not ;  the  leaves  will  strew 
Gems  in  abundance  upon  you  • 
Besides,  the  childhood  of  the  day  has  kept 
Against  you  come,  some  orient  pearls  unwept  • 
Come,  and  receive  them  while  the  lijrht 
Hangs  on  the  dew-locks  of  the  night  • 
And  Titan  on  the  eastern  hill 
Retires  himself,  or  else  stands  still 

paying:"''    ^°''^-      ^^"'^'    ^^^■'^^^'    ^«   ^"^'^   ^n 
Few  beads  are  best,  when  once  we  go  a  Maying. 
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Come,  my  Connna,  come  ;  and  coming,   mark 

^^Tv^  ,      ^^^^  ^""""^  ^  ^''■^^^  '■>  ^^ch  street  a  park 
Made  green,  and  trimm'd  with  trees  :  see  how 
Devotion  gives  each  house  a  bough 
Or  branch  :  Each  porch,  each  door,  ere  this, 
An  ark,  a  tabernacle  is, 

Made  up  of  white-thorn  neatly  interwove  ; 

As  if  here  were  those  cooler  shades  of  love. 
Can  such  delights  be  in  the  street. 
And  open  fields,  and  we  not  see't  ? 
Come,  we'll  abroad  :  and  let's  obey 
The  proclamation  made  for  May  : 

And  sin  no  more,  as  we  have  done,  by  staying  ; 

But,  my  Corinna,  come,  let's  go  a  Maying. 

There's  not  a  budding  boy,  or  girl,  this  day, 
i5ut  is  got  up,  and  gone  to  bring  in  May. 

A  deal  of  youth,  ere  this,  is  come 

Back,  and  with  white-thorn  laden  home. 

Some  have  despatch'd  their  cakes  and  cream. 

Before  that  we  have  left  to  dream  : 
And  some  have  wept,  and  woo'd,  and  plighted  troth, 

TIT  °^^  their  priest,  ere  we  can  cast  off  sloth  ; 

Many  a  green-gown  has  been  given  ; 

Many  a  kiss,  both  odd  and  even  : 

Many  a  glance  too  has  been  sent 

From  out  the  eye.  Love's  firmament  : 
Many  a  jest  told  of  the  keys  betraying 
This    night,   and   locks   pick'd.— Yet  we're  not  a 

Maying. 

•—Come,  let  us  go,  while  we  are  in  our  prime  ; 
And  take  the  harmless  folly  of  the  time  ! 

We  shall  grow  old  apace,  and  die 

Before  we  know  our  liberty. 

Our  life  is  short  j  and  our  days  run 

As  fast  away  as  does  the  sun : — 
And  as  a  vapour,  or  a  drop  of  rain 
Once  lost,  can  ne'er  be  found  again  : 

So  when  or  you  or  I  are  made 

A  fable,  song,  or  fleeting  shade ; 


Second 

All  love,  all  liking,  all  delight 
Tu    L'^s  drown'd  with  us  in  endless  night. 
I  hen  while  time  serves,  and  we  are  buf  decaying 
Come,  my  Corinna  !  come,  let's  go  a  Maying. 

K.  Herrick 
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CXIX 

THE  POETRY  OF  DRESS 
I 
A  sweet  disorder  in  the  dress 
Kindles  in  clothes  a  wantonness  :— 
A  lawn  about  the  shoulders  thrown 
Into  a  fine  distraction,— 
An  erring  lace,  which  here  and  there 
^nthrals  the  crimson  stomacher,— 
A  cufif  neglectful,  and  thereby 

Kibbands  to  flow  confusedly, 

A  winning  wave,  deserving  note, 
^^  the  tempestuous  petticoat,— 
A  careless  shoe-string,  in  whose  tie 
1  see  a  wild  civility, — 
Do  more  bewitch  me,  than  when  art 
Is  too  precise  in  every  part. 

R.  Herrick 


CXX 

2 

Whenas  in  silks  my  Julia  ^ot% 

Then,  then  (methinks)  hr  \  sweetly  flows 

1  nat  liquefaction  of  her  clothes. 

Next,  when  I  cast  mine  eyes  and  see 
1  nat  brave  vibration  each  way  free  • 
O  how  that  glittering  taketh  me  ! 

A'.  Herrick 
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My  Love  in  her  attire  doth  shew  her  wit, 
It  cloth  so  well  become  her  • 

or  every  season  she  hath  dressings  fit 

I  or  Winter,  Spring,  and  Summer.    ' 

No  beauty  she  doth  miss 

When  all  her  robes  are  on  : 

But  Beauty's  self  she  is 

When  all  her  robes  are  gone. 

Anon, 

CXXII 

ON  A  GIRDLE 

That  which  her  slender  waist  confined 
Shall  now  my  joyful  temples  bind  : 
No  monarch  but  would  give  his  crown 
His  arms  might  do  what  this  has  done. 

It  was  my  Heaven's  extremest  sphere, 
1  he  pale  which  held  that  lovely  deer  • 
JJ^yjoy.  my  grief,  my  hope,  my  love  ' 
iJid  all  within  this  circle  move. 

A  narrow  compass  !  and  yet  there 
Dwelt  all  that's  good,  and  all  that's  Hiir  • 
Give  me  but  what  this  ribband  bound, 
1  ake  all  the  rest  the  Sun  goes  round. 

E.    Waller 

CXXIII 

A  MYSTICAL  ECSTASY 

E'en  like  two  little  bank-dividing  brooks 

A  n^  I^""-  '^''''^  *^^  P^^,^'^'  ^^^h  their  wanton  streams, 
And  having  ranged  a-d  search'd  a  thousand  nooks. 
Meet  both  at  length  in  silver-breasted  Thames. 

Where  ma  greater  current  they  conjoin  ; 
So  I  my  Best-Beloved's  am  ;  so  He  is  mine. 
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Second 

Should  tender,  in^xchlnw  'i'^^^''*!)'  b^", 

The  woWd.  h.  .,;Ss1  Cr^BX-SSe. 

■'^.  Quarks 
cxxiv 

^  ThTp°  ^''  ^"^  ^  ^"i  Jive 
-Thy  Protestant  to  be  : 

A  in  '^^  ^r^'  ^"^  I  ^i"  give 
A  loving  heart  to  thee 

Bid  that  heart  stay,  and  it  will  stav 
^\oh?nour  thy  decree:      "' '^^y* 

%^^1;^  JTif'^  quite  away, 
And  t  shall  do  so  for  thee. 

And  hof  •  ^^^  ^y^^  ^°  see  :  ^ 
A  he.H  f  "°"'' y^*  I  ^i"  keep 
A  heart  to  weep  for  thee. 

OrK?^      ^^•*''yi'''^sstree:         ' 

EVn  r  ^l"'  ""^  I  ^"J  dare 
E  en  Death,  to  die  for  thee, 

H 
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Thou  art  my  life,  my  love,  my  heart. 

The  very  eyes  of  me, 
And  hast  command  of  every  part. 

To  live  and  die  for  thee. 

J?.  Herrick 


cxxv 

Love  not  me  for  comely  grace 
For  my  pleasing  eye  or  face, 
Nor  for  any  outward  part. 
No,  nor  for  my  constant  heart,— 

For  those  may  fail,  or  turn  to  ill. 
So  thou  and  I  shall  sever  : 
Keep  therefore  a  true  woman's  eye. 
And  love  me  still,  but  know  not  why- 

So  hast  thou  the  same  reason  still 
To  doat  upon  me  ever ! 


Anon. 


cxxvi 


Not,  Celia,  that  I  juster  am 

Or  better  than  the  rest  ; 
For  I  would  change  each  hour,  like  them. 

Were  not  my  heart  at  rest. 

But  I  am  tied  to  very  thee 

By  every  thought  I  have  ; 
Thy  face  I  only  care  to  see, 

Thy  heart  I  only  crave. 

All  that  in  woman  is  adored 

In  thy  dear  self  I  find— 
For  the  whole  sex  can  but  afford 

The  handsome  and  the  kind. 

Why  then  should  I  seek  further  store. 

And  still  make  love  anew  ? 
When  change  itself  can  give  no  more, 

Tis  easy  to  be  true. 

Sir  C.  Sedley 


Second 

cxxvii 

"^O  ALTHEA  FJWM  PRISON 
When  Love  with  unconfined  wings 
Hovers  within  my  gates,  ^ 

Ami  my  divine  Ahhea  brings 

^^5^"Vj«'fngledinherhair 
Tu  "^*  fettcr'd  to  her  eye, 

Ihe  Gods  that  wanton  in  the  air 
Know  no  such  liberty. 

^^wfflf """'"if  ^VPS  run  swiftly  round 

With  no  allaying  Thames, 
Oiu^  careless  heads  with  roses  bound 
Vv?r ^."^^'^^ithWal  flames;        ' 
When  thirsty  grief  in  wine  we  steep 

i  isnes  that  tipple  m  the  deep 
K-now  no  such  liberty. 

^^vffl  ^"^?„*^°"^'"i«ed  linnets),  I 
With  shriller  throat  shall  sing 

A^T^f^""'"'  '"^''^y-  "majesty 
And  glories  of  my  King  • 

When  I  shall  voice  aloudi^w  good 
He  IS,  how  great  should  be, 

Enlarged  winds   that  curl  the  flood, 
K.now  no  such  liberty. 

Nor  iron  bars  a  cage  ; 
Minds  innocent  and  quiet  take 
1  hat  for  an  hermitage; 

if  I  have  freedom  in  my  love 

And  in  my  soul  am  free, 
Angels  alone,  that  soar  above 

J^njoy  such  liberty.  ' 

Colonel  Lovelace 
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cxxvni 

TO  LUCAS TA,   GOING  BEYOND    THE 
SEAS 

If  to  be  absent  were  to  be 
Away  from  thee  ; 
Or  that  when  I  am  gone 
You  or  I  were  alone  ; 
Then,  my  Lucasta,  might  I  crave 
Pity  from  blustering  wind,  or  swallowing  wave. 

But  I'll  not  sigh  one  blast  or  gale 
To  swell  my  sail. 
Or  pay  a  tear  to  'suage 
The  foaming  blue-god's  rage  ; 
For  whether  he  will  let  me  pass' 
Or  no,  I  m  still  as  happy  as  I  was. 

Though  seas  and  land  betwixt  us  both 
Our  faith  and  troth,  ' 

Like  separated  souls, 
All  time  and  space  controls  : 
Above  the  highest  sphere  we  meet 
Unseen,  unknown,  and  greet  as  Angels  greet. 

So  then  we  do  anticipate 
Our  after-fate, 
And  are  alive  i'  the  skies, 
If  thus  our  lips  and  eyes 
Can  speak  like  spirits  unconfined 
In  Heaven,  their  earthy  bodies  left  behind. 

Colonel  Lovelace 
CXXIX 

ENCOURAGEMENTS  TO  A  LOVER 
Why  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover  ? 

Prythee,  why  so  pale  ? 
Will,  if  looking  well  can't  move  her, 

Looking  ill  prevail  ? 

Prvthee,  why  so  pale  ? 


Second 

Why  so  dull  and  nnUe,  young  sinner? 

,,,.,  IVthee,  why  so  mute? 

\\iJ],  when  speaking  well  can't  win  her, 

Saying  nothing  do't  ?  ' 

Prythee,  why  so  mute  ? 

Qi.it,  quit^  for  shame  !  this  will  „ot  move. 
I nis  cannot  take  her; 

Jf  of  herself  she  will  not  love, 
Nothmg  can  make  her  : 
The  D—l  take  her  ! 

Sir  J,  Suckling 
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A  SUPPLICATION- 
Awake,  awake,  my  Lyre  ' 
And  tell  thy  silent  master's  humble  tale 
In  sounds  that  may  prevail  ; 
Sounds  that  gentle  thoughts  inspire  : 
1  hough  so  exalted  she 
And  I  so  lowly  be 
Tell  her,  such  different  notes  make  all  thy  harmony. 

An  i^ft'^'  l^^r  ^^^  '^""gs  awake  ! 

And,  though  the  moving  hand  approach  not  near 

themselves  with  awful  fear  ' 

A  kind  of  numerous  trembling  make 

^ow  all  thy  forces  try 

Now  all  thy  charms  apply  ; 
Revenge  upon  her  ear  the  conquests  of  her  eye. 

Weak  Lyre  !  thy  virtue  sure 
Is  useless  here   since  thou  art  only  found 

To  cure,  but  not  to  wound, 
And  she  to  wound,  hut  not  to  cure 

loo  weak  too  wilt  thou  prove 

My  passion  to  remove  : 
Physic  to  other  ills,  thou'rt  nourishment  to  Love. 
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Sleep,  sleep  again,  mv  /    i,   ! 
i'or  thou  canst  never  tell  my  humble  Ulc 

in  sounds  that  will  prevail, 
Nor  gentle  thoughts  in  her  inspire  ; 

All  thy  vain  mirth  lay  by, 

Bid  thy  strings  silent  lie. 
Sleep,  sleep  again,  my  Lyre,  and  lot  ihy  master  die. 

-•/.   Cmvlev 


cxxxi 
THE  MANL  V  HEART 
Shall  I,  wasting  in  despair. 
Die  because  a  woman's  fair  ? 
Or  make  pale  my  cheeks  with  care 
'    '?ise  ai  Jther's  rosy  are  ? 
Bv  she  ft.    T  than  the  day 

Or  the  flowery  meads  in  May 

If  si     think  not  well  of  me 
What  care  [  how  fair  she  be  ? 

Shall  my  silly  heart  be  pined 
Cause  I  see  a  woman  kind  ; 

Or  a  w-ell  disposed  nature 

Joined  with  a  lovely  feature  ? 

Be  she  meeker,  kinder,  than 

Turtle-dove  or  pelican, 
If  she  be  not  so  to  me 
What  care  I  how  kind  she  be  ? 


Shall  a  woman's  virtues  move 
Me  to  perish  for  her  love  ? 
Or  her  well-deservings  known 
Make  me  quite  forget  mine  own  ? 
Be  she  with  that  goodness  blest 
Which  may  merit  name  oi  "Cost  ; 
If  she  be  not  such  to  n 
What  care  I  how  goo.l  shi  f .» 


Second 

'Cause  her  fortune  seems  too  high, 
Shall  I  play  the  fool  and  die  ? 
She  that  bears  a  noble  mind 
If  not  outward  helps  she  find, 
Thinks  what  with  them  he  would  do 
Who  without  them  dare:,  lier  u  oo  ; 
And  unless  that  mind  I  5o», 
What  care  I  how  great  she  be  ? 

Great  or  good,  or  kind  or  fair, 
I  will  ne'er  the  more  despair  ; 
If  she  love  me,  this  believe, 
I  will  die  ere  she  shall  grieve  ; 
If  she  slight  me  when  I  woo, 
I  can  scorn  and  let  her  go  ; 
For  if  she  be  not  for  me. 
What  care  I  for  whom  she  be  ? 
G.    Wither 

CXXXII 

MELANCHOL  V 

Hence,  all  you  vain  delights, 

As  short  as  are  the  nights 

Wherein  you  spend  your  folly  : 

There's  nought  in  this  life  sweet 

If  man  were  wise  to  see't, 

But  only  melancholy, 

O  sweetest  Melancholy  ! 
Welcome,  folded  arms,  and  fixed  eyes, 
A  sigh  that  piercing  mortifies, 
A  look  that's  fasten'd  to  the  ground, 
A  ton-rue  chain'd  up  without  a  sound  ! 
FoUi,'.,  ::   't"  13  and  patl  less  grove;, 
Places  v>/!"\.vi    ale  passi  v  Ijves  ! 
M(  -rn-;' -iL  w.uks,  when  all  the  fowls 
Are  warmly  housed  save  bats  and  owls  ! 
A  midnight  bell,  a  parting  groan  ! 
These  are  the  sounds  we  feed  upon  ; 
Then  stretch  our  bones  in  a  still  gloomy  valley  • 
Nothing  s  so  dainty  sweet  as  lovely  melancholy.' 

yi  Flcichcr 
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FORSAKEN 

0  waly  waly  up  the  bank, 

And  waly  waly  down  the  brae, 
And  waly  waly  yon  bum-side 

Where  I  and  my  Love  wont  to  gae  ' 

1  leant  my  back  unto  an  aik, 

I  thought  it  was  a  trusty  tree  ; 
But  first  it  bow'd,  and  syne  it  brak, 
bae  my  true  Love  did  lichtly  me. 

O  waly  waly,  but  love  be  bonny 

A  little  time  while  it  is  new  ; 
But  when  'tis  auld,  it  waxeth  cauld 

And  fades  awa'  like  morning  dew 
O  wherefore  should  I  busk  my  head? 

Or  wherefore  should  I  kame  my  hair? 
1^  or  my  true  Love  has  me  forsook, 

And  says  he'll  never  loe  me  mair. 

Now  Arthur-seat  sail  be  my  bed  ; 

The  sheets  shall  ne'er  be  prest  by  me  : 

bamt  Anton's  well  sail  be  mv  drink- 
Since  my  true  Love  han  forsaken  me. 
A   i"^^  wmd,  when  wilt  thou  blaw 
And  shake  the  green  leaves  aff  the  tree  ? 

O  gentle  Death,  when  wilt  thou  come  ? 
1"  or  of  my  life  I  am  wean'e. 

'Tis  not  the  frost,  that  freezes  fell, 
Nor  blawing  snaw's  inclemencie  ; 

lis  not  SIC  cauld  that  makes  me  cry 
But  my  Love's  heart  grown  cauld  to  me. 

w"  ^^  ^^'"^  '"  ^y  Glasgow  town 
We  were  a  comely  sight  to  see  ; 
My  Love  was  clad  in  the  black  velvet 
And  I  mysell  in  cramasie.  ' 


Second 

But  had  I  wist,  before  I  kist, 

That  love  had  been  sae  ill  to  win  ; 
I  had  lockt  my  heart  in  a  case  of  gowd 

And  pinn'd  it  with  a  siller  pin. 
And,  O  !  if  my  young  babe  were  born, 

And  set  upon  the  nurse's  knee, 
And  I  mysell  were  dead  and  gane. 

And  the  green  grass  growing  over  me  ! 

Anon, 

cxxxiv 

Upon  my  lap  my  sovereign  sits 

And  sucks  upon  my  breast  ; 

Meantime  his  love  maintains  my  life 

And  gives  my  sense  her  rest. 
Sing  lullaby,  my  little  boy, 
Sing  lullaby,  mine  only  joy! 

When  thou  hast  taken  thy  repast, 

Repose,  my  babe,  on  me  ; 

So  may  thy  mother  and  thy  nurse 

Thy  cradle  also  be. 

Sing  lullaby,  my  little  boy, 
Sing  lullaby,  mine  only  joy  ! 

I  grieve  that  duty  doth  not  work 

All  that  my  wishing  would. 

Because  I  would  not  be  to  thee 

But  in  the  best  I  should. 

Sing  lullaby,  my  little  boy. 
Sing  lullaby,  mine  only  joy  ! 

Yet  as  I  am,  and  as  I  may, 

I  must  and  will  be  thine. 

Though  all  too  little  for  thy  self 

Vouchsafing  to  be  mine. 

Sing  lullaby,  my  little  boy. 
Sing  lullaby,  mine  only  joy  ! 

Anon, 
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FAIR  HELEN 
I  wish  I  were  where  Helen  lies  ; 
Night  and  day  on  me  she  cries  ; 
O  that  I  were  where  Helen  lies 
On  fair  Kirconnell  lea  ! 

Curst  be  the  heart  that  thought  the  thou^^ht 
And  curst  the  hand  that  fired  the  shot,         ' 
When  in  my  arms  burd  Helen  dropt, 
And  died  to  succour  me  ! 

0  think  na  but  my  heart  was  sair 

When  my  Love  dropt  down  and  spak  nae  mair  ! 

1  laid  her  down  wi  meikle  care 

On  fair  Kirconnell   lea. 

As  I  went  down  the  water-side, 
None  but  my  foe  to  be  my  guide, 
None  but  my  foe  to  be  my  guide,' 
On  fair  Kirconnell  lea  ; 

I  lighted  down  my  sword  to  draw, 
I  hacked  him  in  pieces  sma', 
I  hacked  him  in  pieces  sma', 

For  her  sake  that  died  for  me. 

O  Helen  fair,  beyond  compare  ! 
I'll  make  a  garland  of  thy  hair 
Shall  bind  my  heart  for  evermair 
Until  the  day  I  die. 

O  that  I  were  where  Helen  lies  .' 
Night  and  day  on  me  she  cries  ; 
Out  of  my  bed  she  bids  me  rise. 

Says,  '  Haste  and  come  to  me  ! ' 

O  Helen  fair  !  O  Helen  chaste  ! 
If  I  were  with  thee,  I  were  blest. 
Where  thou  lies  low  and  takes  thy  rest 
On  fair  Kirconnell  lea. 


Second 

I  wish  my  grave  were  growing  green, 
A  winding-sheet  drawn  ower  my  een, 
And  I  in  Helen's  arms  lying, 
On  fair  Kirconnell  lea, 

I  wish  I  were  where  Helen  lies  ; 
Night  and  day  on  me  she  cries  ; 
And  I  am  weary  of  the  skies. 
Since  my  Love  died  for  me. 

Anon. 
cxxxvi 

THE  TIVA  CCRBIES 
As  I  was  walking  all  alane 
I  heard  tvva  corbies  making  a  mane  ; 
The  tane  unto  the  t'other  say, 

•  Where  sail  we  gang  and  dine  today?' 

'—In  behint  yon  auld  fail  dyke, 
I  wot  there  lies  a  new-slain  Knight ; 
And  naebody  kens  that  he  lies  there, 
But  his  hawk,  his  hound,  and  lady  fair. 

*  His  hound  is  to  the  hunting  gane, 
His  hawk  to  fetch  the  wild-fowl  hame, 
His  lady's  ta'en  another  mate. 

So  we  may  mak  our  dinner  sweet. 

'  Ye'll  sit  on  his  white  hause-bane, 
And  I'll  pick  out  his  bonnie  blue  een  : 
Wi'^  ae  lock  o'  his  gowden  hair 
We'll  theek  our  nest  when  it  grows  bare. 

'  Mony  a  one  for  him  makes  mane, 
But  nana  sail  ken  where  he  is  gane  ; 
O'er  his  white  banes,  when  they  are  bare. 
The  wind  sail  blaw  for  evermair.' 

Anon, 
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cxxxvir 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.    WILLIAM 
HERVEY 
It  was  a  dismal  and  a  fearful  nirrJit  — 

%Z^T^^  T^^'^  ^'""^  °"  th'' unwilling  light, 
When  Sleep,  death's  image,  left  my  troubled  brfa 

By  something  liker  death  possest  ' 

My  eyes  with  tears  did  uncommanded  flow 

And  on  my  soul  hung  the  dull  weifiht 
,„.       ^^  ^°"^^  intolerable  fate. 
What  bell  was  that  ?  Ah  me  !  Too  much  I  know  ! 

My  sweei  companion,  and  my  gentle  peer 
Why  hast  thou  left  me  thus  unkindly  here 
1  hy  end  for  ever,  and  my  life,  to  moan  ? 

0  thou  hast  left  me  all  alone  ! 
ihy  soul  and  body,  when  death's  agonv 

JJesieged  around  thy  noble  heart 
L»id  not  with  more  reluctance  part 
Than  I,  my  dearest  friend,  do  part  from  thee. 

Ye  fields  of  Cambridge,  cur  dear  Cambridge,  say 
Have  ye  not  seen  us  walking  every  day  ?  ^  '  ^' 
Was  there  a  tree  about  which  did  not  know 

1  he  love  betwixt  us  two? 
Henceforth,  ye  gentle  trees,  for  ever  fade 

Or  your  sad  branches  thicker  join  ' 
n.,i       .1,   '"^^  darksome  shades  combine, 
Daik  as  the  grave  wherein  my  friend  is  laid. 

Large  was  his  soul  j  as  large  a  soul  as  e'er 

Juibmitted  to  inform  a  body  here  • 

High  as  the  place  'twas  shortly  in  Heaven  to  have 

But  low  and  humble  as  his  grave  •  ' 

So  high  that  all  the  virtues  there  did  come 

As  to  the  chiefest  seat 

Conspicuous,  and  great ; 
bo  low  that  for  me  too  it  made  a  room. 
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Second 

Knowledge  he  only  sought,  and  so  soon  caught, 
As  if  for  him  knowledge  had  rather  sought  ; 
Nor  did  more  learning  ever  crowded  lie 

In  such  a  short  mortality. 
Whene'er  the  skilful  youth  discoursed  or  writ, 

Still  did  the  notions  throng 

About  his  eloquent  tongue  ; 
Nor  could  his  ink  flow  faster  than  his  wit. 

His  mirth  was  the  pure  spirits  of  various  wit, 

Yet  never  did  his  God  or  friends  forget. 

And  when  deep  talk  and  wisdom  came  in  view, 
Retired,  and  gave  to  them  their  due. 

For  the  rich  help  of  books  he  always  took, 

Though  his  own  searching  mind  before 
Was  so  with  notions  written  o'er, 

As  if  wise  Nature  had  made  that  her  book. 

With  as  much  zeal,  devotion,  piety, 

He  always  lived,  as  other  saints  do  die. 

Still  with  his  soul  severe  account  he  kept. 
Weeping  all  debts  out  ere  he  slept. 

Then  down  in  peace  and  innocence  he  lay. 
Like  the  sun's  laborious  light, 
Which  still  in  water  sets  at  night. 

Unsullied  with  his  journey  of  the  day. 

A.  Coxvley 
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FRIENDS  m  PARADISE 
They  are  all  gone  into  the  world  of  light  ! 

And  I  alone  sit  lingering  here  ; 
Their  very  memory  is  fair  and  bright, 

And  my  sad  thoughts  doth  clear  :— 

It  glows  and  glitters  in  my  cloudy  breast, 
Like  stars  upon  some  gloomy  grove. 
Or  those  faint  beams  in  which  this  hill  is  drest. 
After  the  sun's  remove. 
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I  see  them  walking  in  an  air  of  glory, 

Whose  light  doth  trample  on  my  days  : 
My  days,  which  are  at  best  but  dull  and  hoary, 
Mere  glimmering  and  decays. 

O  holy  Hope  !  and  high  Humility, 

High  as  the  heavens  above  ! 
These  are  your  walks,  and  you  have  shew'd  them 
me, 

To  kindle  my  cold  love. 

Dear,  beauteous  Death  !  the  jewel  of  the  just, 

Shining  no  where,  but  in  the  dark  ; 
What  mysteries  do  lie  beyond  thy  dust. 
Could  man  outlook  that  mark  ! 

He  that  hath  found  some  fledged  bird's  nest,  may 
know 
At  first  sight,  if  the  bird  be  flown  ; 
But  what  fair  well  or  grove  he  sings  in  now. 
That  is  to  him  unknown. 

And  yet,  as  Angels  in  some  brighter  dreams 
Call  to  the  soul,  when  man  doth  sleep  ; 
So    some    strange    thoughts   transcend    our  wonted 
themes. 
And  into  glory  peep. 


H. 
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TO  BLOSSOMS 

Fair  pledges  of  a  fruitful  tree. 
Why  do  ye  fall  so  fast  ? 
Your  date  is  not  so  past. 

But  you  may  stay  yet  here  awhile 
To  blush  and  gently  smile. 
And  go  at  last. 


may 
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What,  were  ye  born  to  be 
An  hour  or  half's  delight, 
And  so  to  bid  good-night  ? 

'Twas  pity  Nature  brought  ye  forth 
Merely  to  show  your  worth, 
And  lose  you  quite. 

But  you  are  lovely  leaves,  where  we 
May  read  how  soon  thin^^shave 
Their  end,  though  ne'er  so  brave  ; 

And  after  they  have  shown  their  pride 
Like  you,  awhile,  they  glide 
Into  the  grave. 

R.  Herrick 

CXL 

TO  DAFFODILS 

Fair  Daffodils,  we  weep  to  see 

You  haste  away  so  soon  : 
As  yet  the  early-rising  Sun 

Has  not  attain'd  his  noon. 
Stay,  stay. 

Until  the  hasting  day 
Has  run 

But  to  the  even-song  ; 
And,  having  pray'd  together,  we 

Will  go  with  you  along. 

We  have  short  time  to  stay,  as  you, 

We  have  as  short  a  Spring  ; 
As  quick  a  grow,th  to  meet  decay 

As  you,  or  any  thing. 
We  die. 

As  your  hours  do,  and  dry 
Away 

Like  to  the  Summer's  rain  ; 
Or  as  the  pearls  of  morning's  dew 

Ne'er  to  be  found  again. 

R,  Herrick 
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CXM 


THE  GIRL  DESCRIBES  HER  FA  IVN 


With  sweetest  milk  and  sugar  first 

I  it  at  iny  own  fingers  nursed  ; 

And  as  it  grew,  so  every  day 

It  wax'd  more  white  and  sweet  than  they- 

It  had  so  sweet  a  breath  !  and  oft 

I  bhish'd  to  see  its  foot  more  soft 

And  white,— shall  I  say,— than  my  hand? 

Nay,  any  lady's  of  the  land  ! 

It  is  a  wondrous  thing  how  fleet 
'Twas  on  those  little  silver  feet  : 
With  what  a  pretty  skipping  grace 
It  oft  would  challenge  me  the  race  :— 
And  when  't  had  left  me  far  away 
'Twould  stay,  and  run  again,  and  stay  : 
For  It  was  nimbler  much  than  hinds, 
And  trod  as  if  on  the  four  winds. 


I  have  a  garden  of  my  own, 

But  so  with  roses  overgrown 

And  lilies,  that  you  would  it  guess 

To  be  a  little  wilderness  : 

And  all  the  spring-time  of  the  year 

It  only  loved  to  be  there. 

Among  the  beds  of  lilies  I 

Have  sought  it  oft,  where  it  should  He  ; 

Yet  could  not,  till  itself  would  rise. 

Find  it,  although  before  mine  eyes  : — 

For  in  the  flaxen  lilies'  shade 

It  like  a  bank  of  lilies  laid. 
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Upon  the  roses  it  would  feed, 
Until  its  lips  e'en  seem'd  to  bleed  : 
And  then  to  me  'twould  boldly  trip, 
And  print  those  roses  on  my  lip. 
But  all  its  chief  delight  was  still 
On  roses  thus  itself  to  fill, 
And  its  pure  virgin  limbs  to  fold 
In  whitest  sheets  of  lilies  cold  :— 
Had  it  lived  long,  it  would  have  been 
Lilies  without— roses  within. 

A.  Marvel  I 
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THOUGHTS  IN  A  GARDEN 

TIow  vainly  men  themselves  amaze 
To  win  the  palm,  the  oak,  or  bays, 
And  their  uncessant  labours  see 
Crown'd  from  some  single  herb  or  tree, 
Whose  short  and  narrow-verged  shade ' 
Does  prudently  their  toils  upbraid  ; 
While  all  the  flowers  and  trees  do  close 
To  weave  the  garlands  of  Repose, 

Fair  Quiet,  have  I  found  thee  here. 
And  Innocence  thy  sister  dear  ! 
Mistaken  long,  I  sought  you  then 
In  busy  companies  of  men  : 
Vour  sacred  plants,  if  here  below. 
Only  among  the  plants  will  grow  : 
Society  is  all  but  rude 
To  this  delicious  solitude. 

No  white  nor  red  was  ever  seen 
So  amorous  as  this  lovely  green. 
Fond  lovers,  cruel  as  their  flame. 
Cut  in  these  trees  their  mistress'  name  : 
Little,  alas,  they  know  or  heed 
How  far  these  beauties  hers  exceed  ! 
Fair  trees  !  wheres'e'er  your  barks  I  wound 
iNo  name  shall  but  your  own  be  found.         ' 
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When  we  have  run  our  passions'  heat 
i.ove  hither  makes  his  best  retreat  : 
1  he  gods,  who  mortal  beauty  ehase. 
Still  in  a  tree  did  end  their  race  : 
Apollo  hunted  Daphne  so 
Only  that  she  might  laurel  grow  • 
And  Pan  did  after  Syrinx  speed  ' 
JN  ot  as  a  nymph,  but  for  a  reed. 

\yhat  wondrous  life  is  this  I  lead  ! 
Ripe  apples  drop  about  my  head  • 
Ihe  luscious  clusters  of  the  vine  ' 
Upon  my  mouth  do  crusli  their  wine  : 
1  ne  nectarine  and  curious  peach 
Into  my  hands  themselves  do  reach  ; 
Mumbling  on  melons,  as  I  pass, 
Ensnared  with  flowers,  I  fall  on  grass. 

Meanwhile  the  mind  from  pleasure  less 

Withdraws  into  its  happiness  ; 

The  mind,  that  ocean  where  each  kind 

Does  straight  its  own  resemblance  find  • 

V  et  It  creates,  transcending  these, 

1|  ar  other  worlds,  and  other  seas : 

Annihilating  all  that's  made 

To  a  green  thought  in  a  green  shade. 

Here  at  the  fountain's  sliding  foot 
Or  at  some  fruit-tree's  mossy  root, 
Casting  the  body's  vest  aside 
My  soul  into  the  boughs  does  glide  : 
There,  like  a  bird,  it  sits  and  sings, 
[hen  whets  and  claps  its  silver  wings, 
And,  till  prepared  for  longer  flight 
Waves  m  its  plumes  the  various  light. 

Such  was  that  happy  Garden-state 
While  man  there  walk'd  without  a  mate  • 
After  a  place  so  pure  and  sweet. 
What  other  help  could  yet  be  meet  ! 
^^ut  twas  beyond  a  mortal's  share 
lo  wander  solitary  there: 


Second 

Two  paradises  'twere  in  one, 
To  live  in  Paradise  alone. 

How  well  the  skilful  gardener  drew 
Of  flowers  and  herbs  this  dial  new  ! 
Where,  from  above,  the  milder  sun 
Does  through  a  fragrant  zodiac  run  : 
And,  as  it  works,  th'  industrious  bee 
Computes  its  time  as  well  as  we. 
How  could  such  sweet  and  wholesome  hours 
iie  reckon  d  but  with  herbs  and  flowers  ! 

A.  Marvell 
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FO/^  TUNA  TI  NIMIUM 

Jack  and  Joan,  they  think  no  ill, 

But  loving  live,  and  merry  still  ; 

Do  their  week-day's  work,  and  pray 

Devoutly  on  the  holy-day  : 

Skip  and  trip  jt  on  the  green, 

And  help  to  choose  the  Summer  Queen  : 

Lash  out  at  a  country  feast 

Their  silver  penny  with  the  best. 

Well  can  they  judge  of  nappy  ale. 

And  tell  ac  large  a  winter  tale  ; 

Chmb  up  to  the  apple  loft. 

And  turn  the  crabs  till  they  be  soft. 

Tib  is  all  the  father's  joy, 

And  little  Tom  the  mother's  boy  :  — 

All  their  pleasure  is,  Content, 

And  care,  to  pay,their  yearly  rent. 

Joan  can  call  by  name  her  cows 
And  deck  her  windows  with  green  boughs  ; 
She  can  wreaths  and  tutties  make. 
And  trim  with  plums  a  bridal  cake, 
jack  knows  what  brings  gain  or  loss. 
And  his  long  flail  can  stoutly  toss  : 
Makes  the  hedge  which  others  break, 
And  ever  thinks  what  he  doth  speak. 
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rhough  your  tongues  disseml.le  ..,.„ 
And  can  your  heads  from  dang.r  keip  • 

Yet,  for  all  your  pomp  and  train,       ' 
Securer  lives  the  silly  swain  • 


T,  Cam/ion 
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/.  'ALLEGRO 
"^.ce  loathed  Melancholy, 

."uSV!"""'"  *"P-'   -"  *™ks,   „„J  sights 
^*WK°"^  some  uncouth  cell 

In  dark  Cimmerian  desert  ever  dwell. 

Tn  ^^l  '°"'^'  Z''^"  ^°d^ess  fair  and  free 

In  heaven  yclept  Euphrosyne  ' 

Ana  by  men,  heart-easing  Mi'rth 

Whom  lovely  Venus  at  a'bir  h     ' 

With  two  sister  Graces  more 

1  o  ivy-crowned  Bacchus  bore  • 
Or  whether  (as  some  sager  sini) 
The  frohc  wind  that  breathes  the  sprint 
Zephyr,  with  Aurora  playing  ^^ 

As  he  met  her  once  a-Maying- 

Y\WAt    '^^^^\  '°'^^  ^^h'd  in  dew 
Fill  d  her  with  thee,  a  daughter  fair 
So  buxom,  blithe,  and  debonair.      ' 
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Haste  thee   Nymph,  and  l,ring  witl,  thee 
Ji'st,  and  youthful  jollity, 
9»ip.s,  and  cranks,  and  wanton  wiles, 
I^ods.  and  becks,  and  wreathed  smile's 
Such  as  hang  on  Hebe's  cheek. 
And  love  to  live  in  dimple  sleek; 
Sport  that  wrinkled  Care  derides, 
And  Laughter  holding  both  his  sides  — 
*-ome,  and  trip  it  as  you  co 
On  the  light  fantastic  toe  ; 
And  m  thy  right  hand  lead  with  thee 
ihe  rnountam-nymph,  sweet  Liberty  • 
And  ,f  I  give  thee  honour  due  ^ 

Mirth,  admit  me  of  thy  crew. 

I  olive  with  her,  and  live  with  thee 
In  unreproved  pleasures  free  : 

io  hear  the  lark  begin  his  flight 

And  singing  startle  the  dull  niVht 
jj  rom  his  watch-tower  in  the  skies, 

1  111  ihe  dappled  dawn  doth  rise  ; 

Ihen  to  come,  in  spite  of  sorrow, 
And  at  my  window  bid  good-morrow 
Through  the  sweetbriar,  or  the  vine, 
Ur  the  twisted  eglantine  : 
While  the  cock  with  lively  din 
Scatters  the  rear  of  darkness  thin. 
And  to  the  stack,  or  the  barn-door, 
Stoutly  struts  his  dames  before  • 
Oft  listening  how  the  hounds  and  horn 
Cheerly  rouse  the  slumbering  morn, 
JJ  rom  the  side  of  some  hoar  hill 
Through  the  high  wood  echoing  shrill  • 
Sonietime  walking,  not  unseen." 
By  hedge-row  elms,  on  hillocks  green. 
Right  against  the  eastern  gate     ^       ' 

RahlA  •  ^'/'■'"^  ^""  ^^g'"«  his  state 
Robed  m  flames  and  amber  light. 

The  clouds  in  thousand  liveries  dight : 

Whie  the  ploughman,  near  at  hand,  ' 
Whistles  o'er  the  furrow'd  land. 
And  the  milkmaid  singeth  blithe, 
And  the  mower  whets  his  scythe 
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And  every  shepherd  tells  his  tale 
Underthe  hawthorn  in  the  dale. 

Mi7??^^^^  '"'"^  ^y^  ^^^^  caught  new  pleasures 
Whilst  the  landscape  round  it  measures  ; 
Russet  lawns,  and  fallows  gray, 
Where  the  nibbling  flocks  do  stray  ; 
Mountains,  on  whose  barren  breast 
The  labouring  clouds  do  often  rest ; 
Meadows  trim  with  daisies  pied, 
Shallow  brooks,  and  rivers  wide  ; 
Towers  and  battlements  it  sees 
Bosom'd  high  in  tufted  trees, 
Where  perhaps  some  Beauty  lies, 
The  Cynosure  of  neighbouring  eyes. 

Hard  by,  a  cottage  chimney  smokes 
P  rom  betwixt  two  aged  oaks, 
Where  Corydon  and  Thyrsis,  met, 
Are  at  their  savoury  dinner  set 
Of  herbs,  and  other  country  messes 
Which  the  neat-handed  Phillis  dresses  ; 
And  then  m  haste  her  bower  she  leaves 
VV  ith  Thestylis  to  bind  the  sheaves  ; 
Or,  if  the  earlier  season  lead. 
To  the  tann'd  haycock  in  the  mead. 

Sometimes  with  secure  delight 
The  upland  hamlets  will  invite, 
When  the  merry  bells  ring  round, 
And  the  jocund  rebecks  sound 
To  many  a  youth  and  many  a  maid. 
Dancing  in  the  chequer'd  shade  ; 
And  young  and  old  come  forth  to  play 
^  'n  a  sun-shine  holyday, 
Till  the  live-long  day-light  fail  : 
1  hen  to  the  spicy  nut-brown  ale, 
With  stories  told  of  many  a  feat, 
How  Faery  Mab  the  junkets  eat  :— 
She  was  pinch'd,  and  puU'd,  she  said  : 
And  he,  by  Friar's  lantern  led  ; 
Tells  how  the  drudging  Goblin  sweat 
J.°  eai'n  his  cream-bowl  duly  set, 
When  m  one  night,  ere  glimpse  of  morn, 
His  shadowy  flail  hath  thresh'd  the  corn 


Second 

That  ten  day-labourers  could  not  end  ; 
Then  lies  hhn  down  the  lubber  fiend, 
And,  stretch'd  out  all  the  chimney's  length, 
Basks  at  the  fire  his  hairy  strength  ; 
And  crop-full  out  of  doors  he  flings, 
Ere  the  first  cock  his  matin  rings. 

Thus  done  the  tales,  to  bed  they  creep, 
By  whispering  winds  soon  luU'd  asleeix 

Tower'd  cities  please  us  then 
And  the  busy  hum  of  men, 
Where  throngs  of  knights  and  barons  bold. 
In  weeds  of  peace,  high  triumphs  hold. 
With  store  of  ladies,  whose  bright  eyes 
Rain  influence,  and  judge  the  prize 
Of  wit  or  arms,  while  both  contend 
To  win  her  grace,  whom  all  commend. 
There  let  Hymen  oft  appear 
In  saffron  robe,  with  taper  clear, 
And  pomp,  and  feast,  and  revelry, 
With  mask,  and  antique  pageantry  ; 
Such  sights  as  youthful  poets  dream 
On  summer  eves  by  haunted  stream. 
Then  to  the  well-trod  stage  anon, 
If  Jonson's  learned  sock  be  on, 
Or  sweetest  Shakespeare,  Fancy's  child, 
Warble  his  native  wood-notes  wild. 

And  ever  against  eating  cares 
Lap  me  in  soft  Lydian  airs 
Married  to  immortal  verse, 
Such  as  the  meeting  soul  may  pierce 
In  notes,  with  many  a  winding  bout 
Of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out, 
With  wanton  heed  and  giddy  cunning, 
The  melting  voice  through  mazes  running. 
Untwisting  all  the  chains  that  tie 
The  hidden  soul  of  harmony  ; 
That  Orpheus'  self  may  heave  his  head 
From  golden  slumber,  on  a  bed 
Of  heap'd  Elysian  flowers,  and  hear 
Such  strains  as  would  have  won  the  ear 
Of  Pluto,  to  have  quite  set  free 
His  half-regain'd  Eurydice. 
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These  delights  if  thou  canst  give, 
Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live 

y.  Milion 


CXLV 

/Z  PENSEROSO 

Hfince,  vain  deluding  Joys 

H.'^'r!!^°°'^  °^  ^^°"y  ^^"hout  father  bred  ' 
How  little  you  bestead  ' 

A^h^;f^S;!i::;g^S;^^"'^^^^^-p-- 

Or1n<l'st  fo%^eirdrets^^°^^^  "'^  ^""^--' 
Ihe  fickle  pensioners  of  Morpheus'  train. 

But  hail,  thou  goddess  sage  and  holy 
Hail,  divmest  Melancholy  !  ^' 

IV.  M^f'"'^y  ^'^^^^  ^s  too  bright 
]°^f^the  sense  of  human  sight, 
And  therefore  to  our  weaker  vie^ 

0  erlaid  with  black,  staid  Wisdom's  hue  • 
Black,  but  such  as  in  esteem  ' 

To  se?  ht  h.    f  ^'°P  ^"^^'^  that  stro;e 

1  o  set  her  beauty's  praise  above 

Yet'thouTi;- 'A  '".^  '^^"'  P°^^^^^  "ff-nded  : 
V  et  thou  art  higher  far  descended  : 

Thee  bnght-nair'd  Vesta,  long  of  yore 
To  solitary  Saturn  bore  :  ^      ' 

His  daughter  she  ;  in  Saturn's  reign 

Oft  m  glimmering  bowers  and  glades 
He  met  her,  and  in  secret  sludes 
Of  woody  Ida's  inmost  grove, 
While  yet  there  was  no  fear  oV  Jove 
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Come,  pensive  Nun,  devout  and  pure, 
Sober,  steadfast,  and  demure, 
All  in  a  robe  of  darkest  grain 
Flowing  with  majestic  train, 
And  sable  stole  of  Cipres  lawn 
Over  thy  decent  shoulders  drawn  : 
Come,  but  keep  thy  wonted  state, 
With  even  step,  and  musing  gait, 
And  looks  commercing  with  the  skies, 
Thy  rapt  soul  sitting  in  thine  eyes  : 
There,  held  in  holy  passion  still, 
Forget  thyself  to  marble,  till 
With  a  sad  leaden  downward  cast 
Thou  fix  them  on  the  earth  as  fast  : 
And  join  with  thee  calm  Peace,  and  Quiet, 
Spare  Fast,  that  oft  with  gods  doth  diet. 
And  hears  the  Muses  in  a  ring 
Aye  round  about  Jove's  altar  sing  : 
And  add  to  these  retired  Leisure 
That  in  trim  gardens  takes  his  pleasure  :— 
But  first  and  chiefest,  with  thee  bring 
Him  that  yon  soars  on  golden  wing 
Guiding  the  fiery-wheeled  throne. 
The  cherub  Contemplation ; 
And  the  mute  Silence  hist  along, 
Lesr;  Philomel  will  deign  a  song 
In  her  sweetest  saddest  plight 
Smoothing  the  rugged  brow  of  Night, 

While  Cvnthia  checks  her  dragon  yoke 

Gently  o  er  the  accustom'd  oak. 

—Sweet  bird,  that  shunn'st  the  noise  of  folly. 

Most  musical,  most  melancholy  ! 

Thee,  chauntress,  oft,  the  woods  among 

I  woo,  to  hear  thy  even-song  ; 

And  missing  thee,  I  walk  unseen 

On  the  dry  smooth-shaven  green. 

To  behold  the  wandering  Moon 

Riding  near  her  highest  noon. 

Like  one  that  had  been  led  astray 

Through  the  heaven's  wide  pathless  way. 

And  oft,  as  if  her  head  she  bow'd, 

Stooping  through  a  fleecy  cloud. 
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Oft,  on  a  plat  of  rising  ground 
1  hear  the  far-off  Curfeu  sound 
Over  some  wide-water'd  shore 
Swinging  slow  with  suJJen  roar  : 
Or,  if  the  air  will  not  permit, 
J°"^e  still  removed  place  will  fit 

rlnnh^^'^r!"^  ^'"^^'^  ^h^°"gh  Ihe  room 

reach  hgh   to  counterfeit  a  gloom  : 

^  ar  from  all  resort  of  mirth 

Save  the  cricket  on  the  hearth, 

Or  the  be  Iman's  drowsy  charm 

To  bless  the  doors  from  nightly  harm. 

Or  let  my  lamp  at  midnight  hour 
Sfu'"''^".-'"  ^"""^  ^^'gh  lonely  tower, 
Av^t'V-"^^''"  out-watch  the  Bear 
With  ihnce-great  Hermes,  or  unsphere 
The  spirit  of  rkto,  to  unfold 
What  worlds  cr  what  vast  regions  hold 
The  immortal  mmd,  that  hati  forsook 
Wer  mansion  m  this  fleshly  nook  • 
And  of  those  demons  tiut  are  found 
Jn  hrc,  air,  flood,  or  un( -r  ground. 
Whose  power  hath  u  truo  consent 
Nvith  planet,  or  wivh  element, 
sometime  let  ^'orgeous  Tragedy 
In  scepter'd  pall  come  sweeping  bv 
Presenting  Thebes,  or  Pelops'  line,' 
Or  uie  tale  of  Troy  divine; 
Or  what  (though  rare)  of  later  age 
Ennobled  hath  the  buskin'd  stage 

But   O  sad  Virgin,  that  thy  power 
Might  raise  Musaeus  from  his  bower. 
Or  bid  ;.he  soul  of  Orpheus  sing 
orch  notes  as,  warbled  to  the  string. 
Drew  iron  tears  down  Phito's  cheek 
And  made  Hell  grant  what  Love  did  seek  I 
Or  call  up  him  that  left  half-told 
1  he  story  of  Cambuscan  bold. 
Of  Camball,  and  of  Algarsife, 
And  who  had  Canace  to  wife 
That  own'd  the  virtuous  ring  and  gla<^s  • 
And  of  the  wondrous  horse  of  brass       ' 
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On  which  the  Tartar  king  did  ride  : 
And  if  aught  else  great  bards  beside 
in  sage  and  solemn  tunes  have  sung 
Of  curneys,  and  of  trophies  hung, 
Of  forests,  and  enchantments  drear, 
Where  more  is  meant  than  meets  the  ear. 

Thus,  Night,  oft  see  me  in  thy  pa'e  career, 
Till  ciyil-suited  Morn  appear, 
Not  trick'd  and  frounced  as  she  was  wont 
With  the  Attic  Boy  to  hunt, 
But  kercheft  in  a  comely  cloud 
While  rocking  winds  are  pijiing  loud, 
Or  usher'd  with  a  shower  still, 
When  the  gust  hath  blown  his  fill. 
Ending  on  the  rustling  leaves 
With  minute  drops  from  off  the  eaves. 
And  when  the  sun  begins  to  fling 
His  flaring  beams,  me,  goddess,  bring 
To  arched  v/alks  of  twilight  groves. 
And  shadows  brown,  that  Sylvan  loves, 
Of  pine,  or  monumental  oak, 
Where  the  rude  axe,  with  heaved  stroke, 
W^as  never  heard  the  nymphs  to  daunt 
Or  fright  them  from  their  hallow'd  haunt. 
There  in  close  covert  by  some  brook 
Where  no  profaner  eye  may  look, 
Hide  me  from  day's  garish  eye. 
While  the  bee  with  honey'd  thigh 
That  at  her  flowery  work  doth  sing. 
And  the  waters  murmuring. 
With  such  consort  as  they  keep 
Entice  the  dewy-feather'd  Sleep  ; 
And  let  some  strange  mysterious  dream 
Wave  at  his  wings  in  airy  stream 
Of  lively  portraiture  display'd, 
Softly  on  my-eyclids  laid  : 
And,  as  I  wake,  sweet  music  breathe 
Above,  about,  or  underneath, 
Sent  by  some  Spirit  to  mortals  good, 
Or  the  unseen  Genius  of  the  wood. 

But  let  my  due  feet  never  fail 
To  walk  the  studious  cloister's  pale, 
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And  love  the  high-embowe'd  roof, 
With  antique  pillars  massy  proof, 
And  stoned  windows  richly  dight 
Casting  a  dim  religious  light. 

Tn7)f  ?t!^'  P""i^"S  organ  blow 

lo  the  full-voiced  quire  below 

In  service  high  and  anthems  clear. 

As  may  with  sweetness,  through  inine  ear 

Dissolve  me  into  ecstasies,  ' 

And  bring  all  Heaven  before  mine  eyes 

And  may  at  last  my  weary  age       ^ 
Find  out  the  peaceful  hermitage, 
1  he  hany  gown  and  mossy  cell 
Where  I  may  sit  and  rightly  spell 
Of  every  star  that  heaven  doth  shew 
And  every  herb  that  sips  the  dew  ;   ' 
}^\i  old  experience  do  attain 
lo  something  like  prophetic  strain. 

These  pleasures,  Melancholy,  give. 
And  I  with  thee  will  choose  to  live 

/.  Milton 
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SONG  OF  THE  EMIGRANTS  IN  BERMUDA 

Where  the  remote  Bermudas  ride 
in  the  ocean  s  bosom  unespied 
JJrom  a  small  boat  that  row'd  alore 

« wf  ?'{!^  T^^^  '^'^^^^d  this  sSng. 
TJ.O.  1  i  '^°u^'^  "^^  ^°  b"'  sing  His  praise 
That  led  us  through  the  watery  maze^ 
y.hf  f.  He  the  huge  sea-monsters  wracks 
That  lift  the  deep  upon  their  backs,         ' 
Unto  an  isle  so  long  unknown, 
And  yet  far  kinder  than  our  own  ? 
He  lands  us  on  a  grassy  stage. 
Safe  from  the  storms,  and  prelate's  rage  • 

St^f  u  "'  *^''  ^^^'■"^1  Spring  ^   ■ 

Which  here  enamels  everything 
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And  sends  the  fowls  to  us  in  care 
On  daily  visits  through  the  air. 
He  hangs  in  shades  the  orange  bright 
Like  golden  lamps  in  a  green  night 
And  does  m  the  pomegranates  close' 
Jewels  more  rich  than  Ormus  shows  • 
lie  makes  the  figs  our  mouths  to  meet 
And  throws  the  melons  at  our  feet  • 
gut  apples  plants  of  such  a  price     ' 
No  tree  could  ever  bear  them  twice. 
With  cedars  chosen  by  His  hand 
A  T  ^^^^"O"  He  stores  the  land  ; 
And  makes  the  hollow  seas  that  roar 
i^roclaim  the  ambergris  on  shore. 
He  cast  (of  which  we  rather  boa<it) 
The  Gospel's  pearl  upon  our  coast  ; 
And  in  these  rocks  for  us  did  frame 
A  temple  where  to  sound  His  name 
Uh  !  let  our  voice  His  praise  exalt 
1  ill  it  arrive  at  Heaven's  vault, 
Which  thence  (perhaps)  rebounding  may 
.Hcho  beyond  the  Mexique  bay  ! ' 
--Thus  sung  they  in  the  English  boat 
A  holy  and  a  cheerful  note  : 
4"i^JM.^^  way,  to  guide  their  chime, 
VVith  falling  oars  they  kept  the  time. 

A.  Mai-vell 
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ATA  SOLEMN  MUSIC 

Blest  pair  of  Sirens,  pledges  of  Heaven's  joy, 
Sphere-born  harmonious  Sisters,  Voice  and  Verse  ' 
Wed  your  divine  sounds,  and  mixt  power  employ,' 
Dead  things  with  inbreathed  sense  able  to  pierce  • 
And  to  our  high-raised  phantasy  present 
Ihat  undisturbed  Song  of  pure  concent 
Aye  sung  before  the  sapphire-colour'd  throne 
1  o  Him  that  sits  thereon. 
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With  saintly  shout  and  solemn  jubilee  ; 
Where  the  bright  Seraphim  in  burning  row 
1  h^,"*;""^  uplifted  angel-trumpets  blow  ; 
And  the  Cherubic  host  in  thousand  quires 

wl-l'^  .1,        •'"'T'■^''.^  ^'''•■P^  of  golden  wires, 
With  those  just  Spirits  that  wear  victorious  pahns. 
Hymns  devout  and  holy  psalms 
Singing  everlastingly  : 
That  we  on  Earth,  with  undiscording  voice 
May  rightly  answer  that  melodious  noise  • 
As  once  we  did,  till  disproportion'd  sin     ' 
Jarr  d  agamst  nature's  chime,  and  with  harsh  din 
Broke  the  fair  music  that  all  creatures  made 
1  o  their  great  Lord,  whose  love  their  motion  swav'd 
In  perfect  diapason,  whilst  they  stood  ^ 

In  hrst  obedience,  and  their  state  of  good 
O  may  we  soon  again  renew  that  Song, 
And  keep  m  tune  with  Heaven,  till  God  ere  lone 
To  His  celestial  consort  us  unite,  ^ 

1  o  live  with  Him,  and  sing  in  endless  morn  of  light ! 

/.  Milton 
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NOX  NOCTI  JNDICA  T  SCIENTIAM. 

When  I  survey  the  bright 
Celestial  sphere  : 
So  rich  with  jewels  hung,  that  night 
JJoth  like  an  Ethiop  bride  appear  ; 

My  soul  her  wings  doth  spread, 
And  heaven-ward  flies. 
The  Almighty's  mysteries  to  read 
In  the  large  volumes  of  the  skies. 

For  the  bright  firmament 
Shoots  forth  no  flame 
So  silent,  but  is  eloquent 
In  speaking  the  Creator's  nam^ 
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No  unregarded  star 
Contracts  its  light 
Into  so  small  a  character, 
Removed  far  from  our  human  sight, 

But  if  we  steadfast  look, 
We  shall  discern 
In  it  as  in  some  holy  book, 
How  man  may  heavenly  knowledge  learn. 

It  tells  the  Conqueror, 
Avu-  uT^''^*  far-stretch'd  power 
Which  his  proud  dangers  traffic  for. 
Is  but  the  triumph  of  an  hour. 

That  from  the  farthest  North 
Some  nation  may 
Yet  undiscover'd  issue  forth. 
And  o'er  his  new-got  conquest  sway. 
Some  nation  yet  shut  in 
With  hills  of  ice, 

T^fi^.u^  ^^^.°M^  ^°  '^°"''ge  his  sin, 
Till  they  shall  equal  him  in  vice. 

And  then  they  likewise  shall 
Their  ruin  have ; 
For  as  yourselves  your  Empires  fall. 
And  every  Kingdom  hath  a  grave. 

Thus  those  celestial  fires, 
„,     r  ,7h°"gh  seeming  mule, 
1  ne  fallacy  of  our  desires 
And  all  the  pride  of  life,  confute. 

For  they  have  watch'd  since  first 
A    A  r     ^^  ^oM  had  birth  : 
And  found  sin  in  itself  accursed, 
And  nothing  permanent  on  earth. 

IV.  Habingion 
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CXLIX 


HYMN  TO  DARKNESS 

""""w^^.T"*  '^'^'■^^  venerable  thing  ' 
What  Muse  IS  worthy  thee  to  sing  ? 

IfuhinT  ^h°f  .P[^gnant  universal  womb 
wL^P'  7  "  ^'S^^'  *^y  "^'•'^'.  fi'--^t  did  come 
What  dares  he  not  attempt  that  sings  of  hee 
Thou  first  and  greatest  mystery  ?  ^  ' 

Who  can  the  secrets  of  thy  essence  'ell  ? 
Thou,  hke  the  light  of  God,  art  inaccessibk. 

^  T°h7.?n'^l  VJ'  *^^'  monument  did  raise, 

1  his  ample  theatre  of  praise  ; 
Before  the  folding  circles  of  the  sky 
Were  tuned  by  Him.  Who  is  all  harmony  • 
Before  the  morning  Stars  their  hvmn  began 
Before  the  council  held  for  man,         ^     ' 
Before  the  birth  of  either  time  or  place 
Thou  reig^^s^t^unquestion'd  monarch 'in  "he  empty 

Thy  native  lot  thou  didst  to  Light  resign 
But  still  half  of  the  globe  is  thine     ^' 

^tilTVT^^^  ^"^  >"^^  ^^^^"1  hand, 
T^  fj,      .u^'^  emperors  thou  dost  command 
To  thee  the  stars  above  their  brightness  owe 
And  mortals  their  repose  below  ' 

An  1  Jk"  ^hy  protection  fear  and  sorrow  flee 
And  those  that  weary  are  of  light,  find  rest  in  thee. 

/.  Norris  of  Bcmerton 
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'A   VTSION- 
\  :Y'^v  Eternity  the  other  nipht, 

A\F^f  ring  of  pure  and  endless  hVht 
AH  calm,  as  it  was  bright  —         ^    ' 

ff-  Vaughan 
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^/^.r^^Z?^^'^  ^^^^7^,  OJ,,    THE  POlVER 
OF  MUSIC 

'^r'pM?'';  royal  feast  for  Persia  won 
By  Phihp's  warlike  son-  " 

Aloft  m  awful  state 
i  he  godlike  hero  sate 
Onhisnnperialthrore: 
His  vahant  peers  were  placed  around 

The  lovely  Thais  by  his  side  ^  ' 

bate  hke  a  blooming  Eastern  bride 
In  flower  of  youth  and  beauty's  uWdn  • 
Happy  happy,  happy  pair  ^     ^^'  '   " 
None  but  the  brave 
None  but  the  brave 

None  but  the  brave  deserves  the  fair  J 
Timotheus  placed  on  high 
Amid  the  tuneful  quire 
With  flying  fingers  touch'd  the  lyre  • 

And  heavenly  joys  inspire.  ^ 

wlf'f"/.^.^San  from  Jove 

Who  left  his  blissful  seats  above- 
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Such  is  the  power  of  mighty  love  ' 

A  dragon's  fiery  form  belied  the  god  ; 

V»Vi:         on  radiant  spires  he  rode 

When  he  to  fair  Olympia  prest, 

And  while  he  sought  her  snowy  breast, 

Ihen  round  her  slender  waist  he  curl'd 

And  stamp'd  an  image  of  himself,  a  sovereign  of  the 

--The  listening  crowd  admire  the  lofty  sound  • 

A  present  deity  !  they  shout  around  •  ' 

A  present  deity  !  the  vaulted  roofs  rebound  : 

With  ravish'd  ears 

The  monarch  hears, 

Assumes  the  god ; 

Affects  to  nod 

And  seems  to  shake  the  spheres. 

The  praise  of  Bacchus  then  the  sweet  musician 

Of  TJac  ^hus  ever  fair  and  ever  youne  : 

1  he  jolly  god  in  triumph  comes  ; 

bound  the  trumpets,  beat  the  drums  ! 

rlush  d  with  a  purple  grace 

He  shows  his  honest  face  • 

Now  give  the  hautboys  br'eath  ;  he  comes,  he  comes  ' 

Bacchus,  ever  fair  and  young,  '  ^^  ' 

Drinking  joys  did  first  ordain  ; 

Bacchus  blessings  are  a  treasure. 

Drinking  is  the  soldier's  pleasure  • 

Rich  the  treasure, 

Sweet  the  pleasure, 

Sweet  is  pleasure  after  pain. 

Soothed  with  the  sound,  the  king  erew  vain  • 
Fought  all  his  battles  o'er  again,  ^  ^  ' 

'''"  the'^LTn?^  '"  '"  '°"'  '-^"'^  ^h"'^^  he  slew 
The  nriaster  saw  the  madness  rise. 
His  glowing  cheeks,  his  ardent  eyes  ; 
And  while  he  Heaven  and  Earth  defied 
Changed  his  hand  and  check'd  his  pride 
He  chose  a  mournful  Muse 
Soft  pity  to  infuse : 
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He  sung  Darius  great  and  good, 
"y  too  severe  a  fate 
Fallen,  fallen,  fallen,  fallen, 
i-.-^Men  from  his  high  estate 
And  weltering  in  his  blood:' 
iJcserted  at  his  utmost  need 
1  y  those  his  former  bounty  fed  • 
0,r  the  bare  earth  exj.osed  he  li^s 

w-.u^V''  ^"''"''  *o  close  his  eyes. 
—  With  downcast  looks  the  joyless  victor  «3f^ 
Revolving  in  his  alter'd  soul    ^  '^^^' 

Ihe  various  turns  of  Chance  below  • 
And  now  and  then  a  sigh  he  stole, 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 

The  mighty  master  smiled  to  see 

/hat  love  was  in  the  next  degree  ; 
rwas  but  a  kindred-sound  to  move 

For  pity  melts  the  mind  to  love       ' 

Softly  sweet,  in  Lydian  measures 

Soon  he  soothed  his  soul  to  pleasures 

War,  he  sung,  is  toil  and  trouble 

Honour  but  an  empty  bubble  : 

Never  ending,  still  beginning, 

Fightmg  still,  and  still  destroyinjr  • 

Tf  the  world  be  worth  thy  winning; 

Think,  O  think,  it  worth  enjoying  : 

Lovely  Thais  sits  beside  thee,       ^ 

lake  the  good  the  gods  provide  thee  ' 

—  1  he  many  rend  the  skies  with  loud  applause  • 

So  Love  was  ccwn'd,  but  Music  won  the  cauL 
The  prince  unable  to  conceal  his  pain 
Gazed  on  the  fair        ,  » pam. 

Who  caused  his  care, 
And  sigh'd  and  look'd,  sigh'd  and  look'd. 
Sigh  d  and  look'd,  and  sigh'd  again  • 
At  length  with  love  and  ^ine  at^onc'e  opprest 
The  vanquish'd  victor  sunk  upon  her  breast 
Now  strike  the  golden  lyre  again  : 

tl^^w  I'*'  T^  y^'  '-^  l°"^J^r  strain  ! 
Break  his  bands  of  sleep  asunder 

And  rou«g  nim  lik,  a  rattling  peal  of  thunder, 
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Hark,  hark  !  the  horrid  sound 

Has  raised  up  his  head  : 

As  awaked  from  the  dead 

And  amazed  he  stares  around. 

Revenge,  revenge,  Timotheus  cries, 

hee  the  Furies  arise  ! 

See  the  snakes  that  they  rear 

How  they  hiss  in  their  hair. 

And  the  sparkles  that  flash  from  their  eyes  ! 

Behold  a  ghastly  band,  ^ 

Each  a  torch  in  his  hand  ! 

Iml'nnT  ^T''"""  ?^°'^''  ^^""^  ^"  '^^ttle  were  slain 
And  unburied  remain 

Inglorious  on  the  plain  : 

Give  the  vengeance  due 

To  the  valiant  crew  ! 

Behold  how  they  toss  their  torches  on  high, 

How  they  pomt  to  the  Persian  abodes 

Ami  ghttermg  temples  of  their  hostile  gods 

—  1  he  prmces  applaud  with  a  furious  joy  •  ' 

destro"?  ^^'^^^  ""   flambeau   with    zeal   to 
Thais  led  the  way 
To  light  him  to  his  prey, 
And  like  another  Helen,  fired  another  Troy  ! 

—Thus,  long  ago, 
Ere  heaving  bellows  learn'd  to  blow, 
While  organs  yet  were  mute, 
limotheus,  to  his  breathing  flute 
And  sounding  lyre 

Inventress  of  the  vocal  frame  ; 
The  sweet  enthusiast  from  her  sacred  store 
^nlarged  the  former  narrow  bounds, 
And  added  length  to  solemn  sounds, 

-L^f  ^m"t'  '  ^^h^^-T^t'/nd  arts  unknown  before 
-Let  old  Timotheus  yield  the  prize 
Ur  both  divide  the  crown  ; 
He  raised  a  mortal  to  the  skies  : 
bhe  drew  an  angel  down  ! 

/■  Drydcn 
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0D£  ON  THE  PLEASURE  ARISING  FROM 
VICISSITUDE 

Now  the  golden  Mom  aloft 

Waves  her  dew-bespangled  wing, 
With  vermeil  cheek  and  whisper  soft 

She  woes  the  tardy  Spring  : 
Till  April  starts,  and  calls  around 
The  sleeping  fragrance  from  the  ground, 
And  lightly  o'er  the  living  scene 
Scatters  his  freshest,  tenderest  green. 

New-bom  flocks,  in  rustic  dance, 

Frisking  ply  their  feeble  feet ; 
Forgetful  of  their  wintry  trance 

The  birds  his  presence  greet : 
But  chief,  the  sky-lark  warbles  high 
His  trembling  thrilling  ecstasy ; 
And  lessening  from  the  dazzled  sight, 
Melts  into  air  and  liquid  light. 

Yesterday  the  sullen  year 

Saw  the  snowy  whirlwind  fly  ; 
Mute  was  the  music  of  the  air. 

The  herd  stood  drooping  by  : 
Their  raptures  now  that  wildly  flow 
No  yesterday  nor  morrow  know  ; 
Tis  Man  alone  that  joy  descries 
With  forward  and  reverted  eves. 
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Smiles  on  past  misfortune's  brow 
Soft  reflection's  hand  can  trace, 

And  o  er  the  cheek  of  sorrow  throw 
f:  "melancholy  grace ; 

Cwit  ^°P^  Prolongs  our  happier  hour. 
Or  deepest  shades,  that  dimly  lour       ' 
And  blacken  round  our  weary  way 
Oilds  with  a  gleam  of  distant  day 
Still,  where  rosy  pleasure  leads. 

See  a  kmdred  grief  pursue  ; 
Benmd  the  steps  that  misery  treads 

Approachmg  comfort  view  : 
1  he  hues  of  bliss  more  brightly  glow 
?^Sf^^>  sabler  tints  of  woe,^ 
And  blended  form,  with  artful  strife, 
The  strength  and  harmony  of  life 
See  the  wretch  that  long  has  tost 

On  the  thorny  bed  of  pain. 
At  lerigth  repair  his  vigour  lost 
And  breathe  and  walk  again  : 
The  meanest  floweret  of  the  vale. 
The  simplest  note  that  swells  the  gale, 
The  common  sun,  the  air,  the  skies, 
1  o  him  are  opening  Paradise. 

T.  Gray 
CLIII 

ODE  TO  SIMPLICITY 

0  Thou,  by  Nature  taught 

1  o  breathe  her  genuine  thought 

In  numbers  warmly  pure,  and  sweetly  strong ; 

Who  first,  on  mountains  wild,  ^ 

Tu    i"/^"cy,  loveliest  child, 
Thy  babe,  or  Pleasure's,  nursed  the  powers  of  song  ! 

Thou,  who  with  hermit  heart, 

Disdain'st  the  wealth  of  art, 
And  gauds,  and  pageant  weeds,  and  trailintr  Dal! 

But  com'st,  a  decent  maid  ^  ^  "' 

In  Attic  robe  array'd, 
O  chaste,  unboastful  Nymph,  to  thee  I  call ! 


Third 

By  all  the  honey'd  store 

On  Hybla's  thymy  shore, 
By  all  her  blooms  and  mingled  murmurs  dear-: 

By  her  whose  love-lorn  woe 

In  evening  musings  slow 
Soothed  sweetly  sad  Electra's  poet's  ear : 

By  old  Cephisus  deep, 

Who  spread  his  wavy  sweep 
In  warbled  wanderings  round  thy  green  retreat ; 

On  whose  enamell'd  side, 

When  holy  Freedom  died. 
No  equal  haunt  allured  thy  future  feet  :— 

O  sister  meek  of  Truth, 

To  my  admiring  youth 
Thy  sober  aid  and  native  charms  infuse  ! 

The  flowers  that  sweetest  breathe, 

Though  Beauty  cull'd  the  wreath, 
btill  ask  thy  hand  to  range  their  order'd  hues. 

While  Rome  could  none  esteem 

But  Virtue's  patriot  theme, 
You  loved  her  hills,  and  led  her  laureat  band  : 

But  stay'd  to  sing  alone 

To  one  distinguish'd  throne  ; 
And  turn'd  thy  face,  and  fled  her  alter'd  land. 

No  more,  in  hall  or  bower, 

The  Passions  own  thy  power ; 
Love,  only  Love,  her  forceless  numbers  mean  • 

For  thou  hast  left  her  shrine  ; 

Nor  olive  more,  nor  vine. 
Shall  gain  thy  feet  to  bless  the  servile  scene. 

Though  taste,  though  genius,  bless 

To  some  divine  excess, 
Faints  the  cold  work  till  thou  inspire  the  whole  : 

What  each,  what  all  supply 

May  court,  may  charm  our  eye  ; 
Thou,  only  thou,  canst  raise  the  meeting  soul ! 

Of  these  let  others  ask 
To  aid  some  mighty  task  ; 
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I  only  seek  to  find  thy  temperate  val    • 

An.i    n  .T  '^^  ^""^  shepherds  round. 

And  all  thy  sons,  O  Nature  !  learn  my  tale. 

^   Collins 

CLIV 

SOLITUDE 

Happy  the  man,  whose  wish  and  care 
A  few  paternal  mres  bound, 
Content  to  breathe  his  native  air 

In  h's  own  ground. 

Whose  trees  m  summer  yield  him  shade, 

In  winter  fire. 
Blest,  who  can  unconcern'dly  find 

In  heaith^^f 'k^"/  ^"""-'^^  ^^'^^  «°ft  ^^^7 
in  Health  of  body,  peace  of  mind. 

Quiet  by  day, 
Sound  sleep  by  night ;  study  and  ease 
logether  mixt,  sweet  recreation. 
And  mnocence,  which  most  does  please 

With  meditation. 
Thus  let  me  live,  unseen,  unknown  : 
Ihusunlamentedletmedie: 
Steal  from  the  world,  and  not  a  stone 
Tell  where  I  \\q. 

A.  Pope 

CLV 

THE  BLIND  BOY 

^  wr\^T^  ^'  ^^^'^^  \^^"g  ^^"'^^  Light, 

Which  I  must  ne'er  enjoy; 
What  are  the  blessings  of  the  sight, . 
O  tell  your  poor  blind  boy  ! 
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You  talk  of  wondrous  things  you  see 
You  say  the  sun  shines  bright ;       ' 

1  feel  him  warm,  but  how  can  he 
Or  make  it  day  or  night  ? 

^\^^'^  °f  "^S^^  "myself  I  make 

Whene  er  I  sleep  or  play ; 
^"^,  could  I  ever  keep  awake 

With  me  twere  always  day. 
With  heavy  sighs  I  often  hear 

You  mourn  my  hapless  woe  • 
But  sure  with  patience  I  can  bear 

A  loss  I  ne'er  can  know. 

Then  let  not  what  I  cannot  have 
,„f!y  cheer  of  mind  destroy  : 

A  uu  "'".'  ^  '^"S.  I  am  a  king, 
Although  a  poor  blind  boy. 

C.   Gibber 
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ON  A  FAVOURITE  CAT,  DROWNED  IN  A 
TUB  OF  GOLD  FISHES 

'Twas  on  a  lofty  vase's  side. 
Where  China's  gayest  art  had  dyed 
1  he  azure  flowers  that  blow. 
Demurest  of  the  tabby  kind 
■The  pensive  Selima,  reclined, 
Gazed  on  the  lake,  below. 

Her  conscious  tail  her  joy  declared  : 
1  he  fair  round  face,  the  snowy  beard, 
1  he  velvet  of  her  paws. 
Her  coat  that  with  the  tortoise  vies. 
Her  ears  of  jet,  and  emerald  eyes-- 
fc»he  saw,  and  purr'd  applause. 

Still  had  she  gazed,  but  'midst  the  tide 
iwo  angel  forms  were  seen  to  glide, 
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The  Genii  of  the  stream  : 
Their  scaly  armour's  Tyrian  hue 
Ihrough  richest  purple,  to  the  view 
Betray  d  a  {golden  gleam. 

The  hapless  Nymph  with  wonder  saw  ; 
,7^.wnisker  first,  and  then  a  claw 
With  many  an  ardent  wish 
She  stretch'd,  in  vain,  to  reach  the  prize- 
What  female  heart  can  gold  despise  ? 
What  Cat's  averse  to  fish  ? 

Presumptuous  maid  !  witii  looks  intent 
Again  she  stretch'd,  again  she  bent, 
Wor  knew  the  gulf  between- 
Malignant  Fate  sat  by  and  smiled— 
i  he  slippery  verge  her  feet  beguiled  : 
bhe  tumbled  headlong  in  ! 

Eight  times  emerging  from  the  flood 
bhe  mew  d  to  every  watery  God 
Some  speedy  aid  to  send  :— 
No  Dolphin  came,  no  Nereid  stirr'd. 
Nor  cruel  Tou  nor  Susan  heard— 
A  favourite  has  no  friend  ! 

From  hence,  ye  Beauties  !  undeceived 
Know  one  false  step  is  ne'er  retrieved, 
And  be  with  caution  bold  : 
Not  all  that  tempts  your  wandering  eyes 
And  heedless  hearts,  is  lawful  prize, 
Nor  all  that  glisters,  gold  ! 

71    Gray 
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TO  CHARLOTTE  PULTENEY 

Timely  blossom.  Infant  fair, 
Fondling  of  a  happy  pair, 
Every  morn  and  every  night 
Their  solicitous  delight, 
Sleeping,  waking,  still  at  ease, 


Third 

Pleasing,  without  skill  to  please  • 
Little  gossip,  blithe  and  hale, 
rattling  many  a  broken  tale. 
Singing  many  a  tuneless  sontr 
Lavish  of  a  heedless  tongue  ; 
Simple  maiden,  void  of  art,  * 
Babbling  out  the  very  heart, 
Yet  abandon'd  to  thy  will, 
Yet  imagining  no  ill. 
Yet  too  innocent  to  blush  ; 
Like  the  linnet  in  the  bush 
To  the  mother-linnet's  note 
Moduling  her  slender  throat ; 
Chirping  forth  thy  petty  joys. 
Wanton  in  the  change  of  toys, 
Like  the  hnnet  green,  in  May 
i^  littmg  to  each  bloomy  spray  ; 
Wearied  then  and  glad  of  rest, 
Like  the  linnet  in  the  nest  :— 
This  thy  present  happy  lot' 
This,  in  time  will  be  forgot : 
Other  pleasures,  other  cares,* 
Ever-busy  Time  prepares ; 
And  thou  Shalt  in  thy  daughter  see, 
ihis  picture,  once,  resembled  thee. 

A.  Philips 
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CLVIII 

RULE  BRITANNIA 

When  Britain  first  at  Heaven's  command 

Arose  from  out  the  azure  main, 
Ihis  was  the  charter  of  her  land 
I^.,l.   p  ■P^'^'-'^'^^Tf  ^Sels  sung  the  strain  : 
Kule,  Britannia  !  Britannia  rules  the  waves  • 
Britons  never  shall  be  slaves. 

'i'h^  nations  not  so  blest  as  thee 

Jt^''):  ',!'  ^^^^'^  *"'■"  *°  tyrants  fall, 
Whilst  thou^..alt  flourish  great  and  free 
ine  uread  and  envy  of  them  all. 
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Still  more  majestic  shall  thou  rise. 

More  dreadful  from  each  foreitrn  stml-o  . 
As  the  loud  blast  that  tears  the  s4f°'^'  ' 

Serves  but  to  root  thy  native  oak. 

Thee  haughty  tyrants  ne'er  shall  tame  ; 

Wni  h  ,t"'  ^"^"^P'  *°  ^^"^  thee  dowA 
Will  but  arouse  hy  generous  flame, 

And  work  their  woe  and  thy  renown. 
To  thee  belongs  the  mral  reign  ; 

Thy  cities  shall  with  commerce  shine  • 
All  thine  shall  be  the  subject  main.        ' 

And  every  shore  it  circles  thine  ! 
The  Muses  still  with  Freedom  found, 
■Ji  ^^T  ,  °  *^.y,  ^aPPy  coast  repair  : 
iJlest  Isle,  with  matchless  beauty  crown'd 
Rni  ^S'^./^^^.'y  hearts  to  guard  the  fair  .— 
Rule,  Britannia  !  Britannia  rules  the  waves  ! 
iiritons  never  shall  be  -slaves ! 

J.  Thomson 
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CLIX 
THE  BARD 
Pindaric  Ode 

'  Ruin  seize  thee,  ruthless  King  ' 
,p,^?"*"sipn  on  thy  banners  wait :  ' 
Iho  fann  d  by  Conquest's  crimson  wing 

They  mock  the  air  with  idle  state. 
Helm,  nor  hauberk's  twisted  mail 
Nor  e  en  thy  ^^ues.  Tyrant,  shall  avail 
To  save  thy  secret  soul  from  nightly  fears 
From  Cambria's  curse,  from  Ca^mfia's  tlrs  - ' 

"~Of Irr/fei'^""/'  '^^*  °'^^  the  crested  pride 
Of  the  first  Edward  scatter'd  wild  dismay  ^ 

As  down  the  steep  of  Snowdon's  shaggy  sid^ 
He  wound  with  toilsome  march  his  long  arriv  - 

Stout  Glo'ster  stood  aghast  in  speechless  t?ance- 


Third 

'  To  arms  ! '  cried  Mortimer,  and  couch'dhis 
lance. 
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On  a  rock,  whose  haughty  brow 
iTowns  o  er  old  Conway's  foaming  flood, 

Av^u"^^"*  '"  ^^^  ^^^^"^  g'lrl^  of  woe 
With  haggard  eyes  the  Poet  stood  : 
(Loose  his  beard  and  hoary  hair 
stream  d  like  a  meteor  to  the  troubled  air) 
Sf^ir'S  ^"^^^ter's  hand  and  prophet's  fire 
Struck  the  deep  sorrows  of  his  lyre  : 

Siahc  ??;t,  T  ^''''^,  giant-oak  and  desert-cave 

bmhs  to  the  torrent's  awful  voice  beneath  ! 

O  er  thee,  oh  King  !  their  hundred  arms  they  wave 

Revenge  on  thee  in  hoarser  murmurs  breathe  ; 
tIw  K°u'"°'l'/'",?^  Cambria's  fatal  day, 
To  high-born  Heel's  harp,  or  soft  Llewdlyn's  lay. 

'  Cold  is  Cadwallo's  tongue, 

That  hush'd  the  stormy  main  : 
lirave  Urien  sleeps  upon  his  craggy  bed  • 

Mountains,  ye  mourn  in  vain 

Modred,  whose  magic  song 
Made  huge  Plinlimmon  bow  his  cloud-topt  head. 

On  dreary  Arvon's  shore  they  lie 
bmear  d  with  gore  and  ghastly  pale  • 
Far  far  aloof  the  affrighted  ravens  sail ; 

Ihe  famish  d  eagle  screams,  and  passes  by. 
Dear  lost  companions  of  my  tuneful  art, 

T^?.^^'V^^  i^f^V^^t  visits  these  sad  eyes. 
Dear  as  the  ruddy  drops  that  warm  my  heart 

Ve  died  amidst  your  dying  country's  cries— 
No  more  I  weep  ;  They  do5iot  sleep  : 

On  yonder  cliffs,  a  griesly  band, 
I  see  them  sit ;  They  linger  yet, 
...Avengers  of  their  native  land  : 
With  me  in  dreadful  harmony  they  foin 
And  weave  with  bloody  hands  the  tissu'e  of  thy  line 

Weave  the  warp  and  weave  the  woof 
J  he  winding  sheet  of  Edwards  race  : 
Otve  am/>/e  room  and  verge  enough 
The  characters  of  hell  ' 
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fS     ^^''^''''^  and  mark  the  night, 
men  Severn  shall  re-echo  with  affright 
i^eshrteks  of  death  thro'  Berkleys  roof  that  rin^ 
i>hneks  of  an  agonizing  king  l  ''  '^' 

f^f-'^olfof  France,  with  unrelenting  famrs 

toZLt   '""'''  f  "\y  -wangled  fJatf 
/'rom  thee  be  bom,  who  o'er  thy  country  han^s 
Thescojrge  of  heaven!    Wha't  terrorf  It^^i  ;,„, 

Amazement  in  his  van,  7vith  flight  combined 
^nd  sorrow's  faded  form,  and  stlitudeVeh'nd. 
'Mighty  victor,  mighty  lord, 
Low  on  his  funeral  couch  he  lies  ! 

No  pitying  heart,  no  eye,  afford 
A  tear  to  grace  his  obsequies. 

JS  the  sable  warrior  fled  ? 

ny  son  is  gone.     He  rests  among  the  dead 

The  swarm  that  in  thy  noon-tidebeamwre  born  ^ 

--Gone  to  salute  the  rising  fnorn 

IviT^'  'i';  ^^Z"'  """"f  ''f'  ''^'^  ^'Phr  blows 
While  proudly  riding  o'er  the  azure  realm 
In  gallant  trim  the  gilded  vessel  goes 

Youth  on  the  prow,  and  Pleasure  at  the  helm  ■ 

That  hush  d  m  grim  repose  expects  his  evening  prey, 

'  Fill  high  the  sparkling  bowl, 
I  he  rich  repast  prepare  • 

Fell  Thirst  and  Famine  scowl 
A  baleful  smile  upon  their  baffled  ^lest 
Heardye  the  din  of  battle  bray^     ^      ' 
Lance  to  lance,  and  horse  to  horse  i 

>*W?f -^f^f  i-  ^T'^  ''''S'  ^^'<=i^  destined  course 

F.tX.f%^'?t'^T^^''^«^  ^^"  their  way: 
yf  towers  ofjuhus,  London's  lasting  shame 

fevZTl  ''^'"^  r^'^'^^^isht  murlerfd,' 
Revere  his  consort' s  faith,  his  father's  fine 

A  f  spare  the  meek  usurper's  holy  headt        ' 

Above,  below,  the  rose  of  snow, 


Third 

l^fi^dwith  her  blushing  foe,  we  spread: 
The  bristled  boar  in  infant-gore  -^  *'""  • 

Wallows  beneath  the  thorny  shade 

S/r'^'''''  ^'"'^'''^  '''''  ^^'  "''»'-'^<^  loom, 
i^lamp  we  our  vengeance  deep,  and  ratify  his  doom. 

*  Eiiward,  lo  !  to  sudden  fate 

Jialf  of  thy  heart  we  consecrate 

(The  web  is  wove;  The  work  'is  done. ) 
— btay,  oh  stay  !  nor  thus  forlorn 
Leave  me  unbless'd,  unpitied,  here  to  mourn  • 

Thermell^^h''''^  -^^^^^  '^'  "^«^-"  «k?es 
iftey  melt,  they  vanish  from  my  eyes. 

n.f.in'^''''*  ^f^^^l  '.'"""'  °"  Snowdon's  heicjht 
Visions  of  glory,  spare  my  aching  sight. 
Ye  unborn  ages,  crowd  not  on  my  soul ' 
^o  more  our  long-lost  Arthur  we  bewail  — 
All  hail,  ye  genuine  kings  !  Britannia's  issue,  hail  ! 

'  ^y^^  ^^th  many  a  baron  bold 
bubhme  their  starry  fronts  they  rear  • 

T    K      f  °^S^°^s  ^'ames,  and  statesmen  old 
in  bearded  majesty,  appear. 
In  the  midst  a  form  divine  ! 
Her  eye  proclaims  her  of  the  Briton-line  • 
Her  hon-port,  her  awe-commanding  face 
Attemper'd  sweet  to  virgin-grace. 
Wh'J"r^-  "y^lPhonious  tremble  in  the  air. 
What  strains  of  vocal  transport  round  her  plav? 
Hear  from  the  grave,  great  Taliessin.  hear'  ^   ^ 

They  breathe  a  soul  to  animate  thy  clay 
Bright  Rapture  calls,  and  soaring  as  she  sintrs 
Waves  in  the  eye  of  heaven  her^any  coffi  wings. 
'  The  verse  adorn  again 

Fierce  war,  and  faithful  love. 
And  truth  severe,  by  fairy  fiction  drest. 

in  buskm  d  measures  move 
Pale  grief,  and  pleasing  pain. 
With  horror,  tyrant  of  the  throbbing  breast 
A  voice  as  of  the  cherub-choir       ^ 
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Gales  from  blooming  Eden  bear, 

And  distant  warblings  les'.en  on  my  ear 
I  hat  lost  in  long  futurity  c     ire 
Fond  impious  man,  think'st'thoii  yon  sanguine  cloud 

Raisecf  by  thy  breath,  has  ciuench'd  the^rb  of  day? 
To-morrow  he  repairs  the  g.^den  flood  ^ ^ 

And  warms  the  nations  with  redoubled  ray 
iinough  for  me  :  with  joy  I  see 

The  different  doom  our  fates  assign  • 
lie  thme  despair  and  sr.^ptred  care, 
To  triumph  and  to  die  are  mine '' 
-He    spoke,^^and    headlong    from    the  mountain's 

Deep  in  the  roaring  tide  he  plunged  to  endless  night. 

CLX  ^ 

ODE   WRITTEN  IN  1746 

IIow  sleep  the  brave,  who  sink  to  rest 
iiy  all  their  country's  wishes  blest ' 
When  Spring,  with  dewy  fingers  cold. 
Returns  to  deck  their  hallow'd  mould, 
bhe  there  shall  dress  a  sweeter  sod 
Than  Fancy's  feet  have  ever  trod. 
By  fairy  hands  their  knell  is  rung, 
%  forms  unseen  their  dirge  is  sung  • 
Ihere  Honour  comes,  a  pilgrim  gray, 
1  o  bless  the  turf  that  wraps  their  clay  • 
And  Freedom  shall  awhile  repair  ' 

To  dwell  a  weeping  hermit  there  ! 

W.   Collins 

CLxr 

LAMENT  FOR  CULLODEN 

The  lovely  lass  o'  Inverness, 
Nae  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  see  ; 
For  e  en  and  morn  she  cries,  Alas  ' 
And  aye  the  saut  tear  blins  her  ec  • 
Drumossie  moor— Drumossie  day— 


13 
D 

Tl 


Third 
A  waefu'  day  it  was  to  me  • 

My  father  dear,  and  brethren  three. 
Their  windinR-sheet  the  bluidy  clav 

Ihat  ever  blest  a  woman's  ee  ' 

Now  waetothee.  thou  cruel  i^rd 
A  bhiidy  man  I  trow  thou  be  •      ' 

iftatn.  e»  did  wrang  to  thine  or  thee. 

/v\  Burns 

CLXII 

LAMENT  FOR  FLODDEN 

The  I  lowers  of  the  Forest  are  ^weded  aw"y 

°'   "'La^r  "-^  -"">  -"'  <""  -adl  to  the 

Thi Vow^e's\^trFotf'ti,r,  ''I'^y  ■' 

foremost,  '   "'"'  '""e""  ».«!  the 
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Hook 


SiS      ^"^  ^''"'J'"'  •'^'■^  '^^^^•tl^s-^  and  wae  ;     ' 
The  Flowers  of  the  Forest  are  a'  wede  away. 

/.  Elliott 

CLXIII 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW 

wlfpn'f '.'^^'■fu^"""^'  ^'^""^^  stream, 
When  first  on  them  I  met  my  lover; 
Thy  braes  how  dreary,  Yarrow  stream. 
When  now  thy  waves  his  body  cover  ' 
For  ever  now,  O  Yarrow  stream  !       " 
ihou  art  to  me  a  stream  of  sorrow  • 
^°u  'l^^^'"  "'^  *^y  ^''inJ^s  shall  I        ' 
13ehold  my  Love,  the  flower  of  Yarrow  ! 

He  promised  me  a  milk-white  steed 

1  o  bear  me  to  his  father's  bowers  : 

He  promised  me  a  little  page 

To  squire  me  to  his  father's  towers  : 

He  promised  me  a  wedding-rinp,— 

The  wedding-day  was  fix'd  to-morrow  ;- 

Now  he  IS  wedded  to  his  grave, 

Alas,  his  watery  grave,  in  Yarrow  ! 

Sweet  were  his  words  when  last  we  met  • 
My  passion  I  as  freely  told  him  ;  ' 

T&T    !"  ^\l  ^''^''  ^  ^^"le  thought 
Ihat  I  should  never  more  behold  him  ' 
Scarce  was  he  gone,  I  saw  his  ghost ; 
It  vamsh'cl  with  a  shriek  of  sorrow  ; 
Thrice  did  the  water-wraith  ascend, 
And  gave  a  doleful  groan  thro'  YaiTow. 

w-!if''*,?l''  ^^""^  th^  wi"^^ow  look'd 

With  a  1  the  longing  of  a  mother ; 

His  little  sister  weeping  walk'd 

1  he  green-wood  path  to  meet  her  brother  • 
They  sought  him  east,  they  sought  him  w' ;. 
They  sought  hini  all  the  forest  thorough       ' 
They  on  y  saw  the  cloud  of  night,        ^    ' 
They  only  heard  the  roar  of  Yarrow 


Third 

Uion  hast  no  son,  thou  tender  mother  ' 
No  longer  walk,  thou  lovely  mdd  •      ' 

Alas,  thou  hast  no  more  a  brother.' 
No  longer  seek  him  east  or  west 

For   S    -^  "?°'l^^^  f°^^«t  thorough  • 

"e  fell  a  lifeless  corpse  in  Yarrow. 

The  tear  shall  never  leave  my  cheek 

And  tf  ^•H?''?  ^"  t^^  st'^eam, 

-I  lie  tear  clicl  never  leave  her  rhp^h 
No  other  youth  became  her  marrow 
She  found  his  body  in  the  st^^am      ' 
And  now  with  him  she  sleepsrVarrow. 

y.   Logan 
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imLvnjwivAr^n  m  yarrow 

Down  in  yon  garden  sweet  and  gay 
T  ,Y^^^  bonme  grows  the  lily,     ^ 
I  heard  a  fair  maid  sighing  say 
'  My  wish  be  wi' sweet  WilHe! 

A     Ai^.'"'^  «  wondrous  bonny  • 
And  Willie  hecht  to  marry  me^  ' 
<-^in  e  er  he  married  ony. 

'  ^pS""'^^^^^"^.  that  bloweth  south. 
From  where  my  Love  repaireth 
An7/'n^"'^  t'^e  his  dear^mou  h 
And  tell  me  how  he  fareth  ! 

And  hear  the  mavis  singing. 
And  see  the  birds  on  ilka  bufh 


And  leaves 
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aL  ''"^^^  ^^^^^'  ^i'her  white  breast 

'Jn  Leader  haughs  and  Yarrow. 
'  O  Leader  haughs  are  wide  and  braid 
There  WnrT  ^""^^^  ^'^  ^^^^V  I 

Jfeer  he  married  ony. 

'But  Willie's  gone,  whom  I  thought  on 
And  does  not  hear  me  weeomt^  • 

Draws  many  a  tear  frae  true  Cf's'  e'e 
When  other  maids  are  sleeping  ^  ^ 

Fora;th?liveJ^f,,4\-^^^^^ 
I  lie  twined  o'  my  marrow. 

Poud  you  the  rose  or  lily? 
Or  came  you  byyon  meadow  green 
Or  saw  you  my  sweet  Willie  ? ' 

''s\TsfuLh;T.iXa'&-"f  ^  hi-  ^lown, 

She  found  hzm  drown'd  in  Yarro.v  ! 

Allan. 


ci,xv 
LOSS  OF  THE  ROYAL  GEORGE 
Toll  for  the  Brave  ' 

The  brave  that  are  no  more  ! 
All  sunk  beneath  the  wave 

l^ast  by  their  native  shore! 

Eight  hundred  of  the  brave 
Whose  courage  well  was  tried 
Had  ma.le  the  vessel  heei        '      . 
And  laid  her  on  her  side. 


Third 

A  land-breeze  shook  the  shrouds 
■find  she  was  overset  • 

wT  uT^  ^^'  ^°y^*  George, 
With  all  her  crew  complete. 

Toll  for  the  brave  ' 

Brave  Kempenfelt  is  gone; 
His  last  sea-fight  is  fought, 

His  work  of  glory  done! 

It  was  not  in  the  battle  ; 
JJo  tempest  gave  the  shock  : 
^he  sprang  no  fatal  leak, 
s>ne  ran  upon  no  rock. 

His  sword  was  in  its  sheath, 
His  fingers  held  the  pen, 

W^r.^-^'"r"^^^*^^'^tdown 
With  twice  four  hundred  men. 

--Weigh  the  vessel  up 
Once  dreaded  by  our  foes  ' 
And  mingle  with  our  cup  " 
The  tears  that  England  owes. 
Her  timbers  yet  are  sound. 
And  she  may  float  again 

An      ^''^f  T^^  England's  thunder 
And  plough  the  distant  main  :  ' 

gut  Kempenfelt  is  cone. 
His  victories  are  o'er  ■ 

'  * .    Cotvper 
CLxvr 
BLACK-EYED  SUSAN 

All  in  the  Downs  the  fleet  was  moor'd       ' 

When  b  acr^Vc?^^"^  ^"  *he  Tnd     ' 
vvnen  black-eyed  Susan  came  aboard  • 

O  !  where  shall  I  my  true-love  find  ? 
Tell  me,  ye  jovial  sailors,  tell  me  true 

If  niy  sweet  William  sails  amo'g'thrcrew.' 
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William   who  high  upon  the  yard 
Rock  d  with  the  billow  to  and  fro 
HrslFH  "^";'<-w«  voice  he  Srd 
lie  sigh  d,  and  cast  his  eyes  below  • 

bhuts  close  his  pmions  to  his  breast 
If  chance  his  mate's  shrill  call  he  hear. 

Thl      i^,'°P^  ^*  °"^^  ^"to  her  nest  .— 
i  he  noblest  captain  in  the  British  fleet 
Might  envy  William's  lip  those  Ksses  sweet. 
'  O  Susan,  Susan,  lovely  dear. 

My  vovys  shall  ever  true  remain  ; 
Let  me  kjssofrthat  falling  tear; 

We  only  part  to  meet  again. 

T^fXZ  V  ^^'^'  y^  ^^"ds  ;  my  he.  rt  shall  be 
The  faithful  compass  that  still  points  to  thee 

'  ^^t^\  "°^  "^^^^  ^he  landmen  say 

ThY^ll  teTt^h  ^''^  M°"^'^  ^^>'  ^°"^^^"t  mind  : 
ney  II  tell  thee,  sailors,  when  awav 

In  every  port  a  mistress  find  : 

For'Th  J      l'^''^  ^^"^"^  ^'^^^  they  tell  thee  so 
For  Thou  art  present  wheresoe'er  I  go.  ' 

'If  to  fair  India's  coast  we  sail, 

TJ,  7  ^^^t  ^'■^  ^^^"  ^"  diamonds  bright 
Thy  breath  is  Afric's  spicy  gale,      ^    ' 

Ihyskm  IS  ivory  so  white. 
wlT  ^^^^^  beauteous  object  that  I  view 
Wakes  m  my  soul  sov  .e  charm  of  lovefy  Sue 
'  Though  battle  call  me  from  thy  arms 

Let  not  my  pretty  Susan  mourn  ; 
1  hough  cannons  roar,  yet  safe  from  harms 

William  shall  to  his  Dear  return 
Love  turns  aside  the  balls  that  round  me  flv 
Lest  precious  tears  should  drop  from  Susan'' 
The  boatswain  gave  the  dreadful  word, 
The  sails  their  swelling  bosom  snref^ 
No  longer  must  she  stay  aboard  •  ^ 


Third 
They  kiss'd,  she  sigh'd,  he  hung  his  head 

'AdieT"''?  '"•"'  """''""S  rowf  to  land  ; 
Adieu  !    she  cries  j  and  waved  her  lily  hand. 

/.  Gay 
CLXVII 
SALL  YIN  OUR  ALLEY 
Of  all  the  girls  that  are  so  smart 
1  here  s  none  like  pretty  Sally  : 
A  '',*he  darling  of  my  heart, 
And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 
1  here  is  no  lady  in  the  land 
Is  half  so  sweet  as  Sally  ; 
She  IS  the  darling  of  my  heart, 
And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

^^^A*"  ^f^^^  ^^  ^""^^^  cabbage-nets 

And  through  the  streets  does  cry  'em  - 
Her  mother  she  sells  laces  long  ' 

lo  such  as  please  to  buy  'em  : 
But  sure  such  folks  could  ne'er  beget 

So  sweet  a  girl  as  Sally  ! 

A  '  j*^^  darling  of  my  heart. 

And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

When  she  is  by,  I  leave  my  work, 

1  love  her  so  sincerely  ; 
My  master  comes  like  any  Turk, 

And  bangs  me  most  severely— 
iJut  let  him  bang  his  bellyful, 

1 11  bear  it  all  for  Sally  ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart. 
And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 

Of  all  the  days  that's  in  the  week 

1  dearly  love  but  one  day— 
And  that's  the  day  that  comes  betwixt 

A  Saturday  and  Monday  : 
For  then  I'm  drest  all  in  Ly  best 

Jo  walk  abroad  with  Sally  ; 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 
And  she  lives  in  our  alley. 
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My  master  carries  me  to  church, 
And  often  am  I  blamed 

Because  I  leave  him  in  the  lurch 
As  soon  as  ifixi  is  named  ; 
kII  ^^.^'^hurch  in  sermon-time 
And  shnK  away  to  Sallys 

And.^'?''"".^°^'"yhe^rt, 
And  she  lives  m  our  alley. 

When  Christmas  comes  about  a^ain 
p  then  Ishallhave  money;   ^" 
1 11  hoard  It  up,  and  box  it  nil, 

^11  give  It  to  my  honey: 
I  would  It  were  ten  thousand  pou  ..1 
I  d  g  ve  It  all  to  Sallv  ;        ^         ' 

Anyl''^""^^^^'^^^  heart. 
And  she  lives  in  our  alley.   ' 

%?'? S^"'^  '>  "^^ghbours  all 
M.,.^e  game  of  me  and  Sallv 

And,  hut  for  her,  I'd  better  be 
A  slave  and  row  a  galley; 

■^.  Carey 


CLXVIII 

^   FAREWELL 

^ An'^fiVv  ^' ^  ^^"^  °' ^^"^. 
TWT      '*\".^  silver  tassie; 

I  hat  I  may  drink  before  I  eo 

Thi  W ''  V  '"y  ^°""^«  lassie  : 
The  boat  rocks  at  the  pier  o'  Leith, 

Th^   K  °"'^i^^  ^^"^  Inlaws  frae  the  ferrv 
The  ship  rides  by  the  Berwick-law        ^' 
And  I  maun  leave  my  bonnie  M^ry 


T/iird 

Tts  leaving  thee,  my  bonnie]\3ary. 

^.  Burns 

CLXIX 

If  doughty  deeds  my  lady  please 
Right  soon  I'll  mount  my  sSed  • 

Andstronghisarm,andfarh"^^^^^ 
1  hat  bears  frae  me  the  meed 

1 11  wear  thy  colours  in  my  cap 
,   ^,«y  picture  at  my  heart  • 

^"''^t^,^  that  trends  not  to  thine  eye 
•Shall  rue  It  to  his  smart!        ^ 

O  ten"  '""l^^^  *°  ^°°  thee.  Love  • 
V     *u"i"^  h°^  to  woo  thee  '  ' 

Tlly  ^T^'^s^^^e,  nae  care  I'll  take 
Tho  ne'er  another  trow  me. 

^^l^L^^t^  ^^^'ght  thine  eye 

T'M.J^'^t  mem  array; 

1 11  tend  thy  chamber  door  all  night 

And  squire  thee  all  the  day    ^    ' 
If  sweetest  sounds  can  win  thine  ear 

These  sounds  I'll  strive  to  catch   ' 

Thy  voice  I'll  steal  to  woo  Siysell 
That  voice  that  nane  can  Set 

But  if  fond  love  thy  heart  can  gain 
I  never  broke  a  vow  •  ^      ' 

:Nae  maiden  lays  her  skaith  to  me 

I  never  loved  but  you. 
For  you  alone  I  ride  the  ring, 

p/"'   y*^^  I  wear  the  blue; 

^p.;^  alone  I  strive  to  sing, 
'  feli  me  how  to  woo  ? 
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Then  tell  me  how  to  woo  thee.  Love  ; 

0  tell  me  how  to  woo  thee  ! 

Tor  th^  dear  sake   nae  care  I'll  take, 

1  no  ne  er  another  trow  me. 


Grahatn  of  Gartmore 


CLXX 

TO  A    YOUNG  LADY 

Sweet  stream,  that  winds  through  yonder  ehde 
Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid-  ^     *' 

Silent  and  chaste  she  steals  along, 
Far  from  the  world's  gay  busy  throng  • 
With  gentle  yet  prevailing  force,     ^  ' 
Intent  upon  her  destined  bourse  ; 
Graceful  and  useful  all  she  does 
Blessing  and  blest  where'er  she  goes  • 
Pure-bosom'd  as  that  watery  glals      ' 
And  Heaven  reflected  in  her  face 

^   Cowper 


CLXXI 

THE  SLEEPING  BEAUTY 

Sleep  on,  and  dream  of  Heaven  awhile- 
Tho  shut  so  close  thy  laughing  eyes 
Thy  rosy  hps  still  wear  a  Lile    ^ 
And  move,  and  breathe  delicious  sighs  ; 

And  m?;.^^'  '^^"?''  *^"S^  ^^r  cheeks 
And  mantle  o'er  her  neck  of  snow  • 

Ah,  now  she  murmurs,  now  she  sDeak<; 
What  most  I  wish-and  fear  to  kCf 
She  starts,  she  trembles,  and  she  weeos  ' 
Her  fair  hands  folded  oA  her  breaTt^   ' 
-And  now,  how  like  a  saint  she  sleeps  ' 
A  seraph  m  the  realms  of  rest  !  ^   ' 


Third 

Sleep  on  secure  !    Above  controul 
1  hy  thoughts  belong  to  Heaven  and  thee  • 
And  may  the  secret  of  thy  soul 
Kemain  within  its  sanctuary  ! 


!-^l 
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S.  Imagers 


CLXXII 


For  ever  Fortune,  wilt  thou  prove 
An  unrelentuig  foe  to  Love, 
And  when  we  meet  a  mutual  heart 
Come  m  between,  and  bid  us  part  ? 
Bid  us  sigh  on  from  day  to  day. 
And  wish  and  wish  the  soul  away  ; 
Till  youth  and  genial  years  are  flovvn 
And  all  the  life  of  life  is  gone  ? 

J?"V^"sy.  busy,  still  art  thou, 
To  bind  the  loveless  joyless  vow, 
1  he  heart  from  pleasure  to  delude, 
1  o  join  the  gentle  to  the  rude. 

For  once,  O  Fortun..,  hear  my  prayer, 
^"^  ,V^bsolv.  thy  future  care  ;       ^    ' 
All  other  blessings  I  resign. 
Make  but  the  dear  Amanda  mine. 

/.    Thomson 

CLXXIII 

The  merchant,  to  secure  his  treasure 
Conveys  It  m  a  borrow'd  name: 
Euphelia  serves  to  grace  my  measure, 
But  Cloe  IS  my' real  flame. 

My  softest  verse,  my  darling  lyre 
Upon  Euphelia's  toilet  lay- 
S,^^"CIoe  noted  her  desire 
I  hat  I  should  sing,  that  I  should  play. 

My  lyre  I  tune,  my  voice  I  raise, 
But  with  my  numbers  mix  my  sjUs  • 
And  whilst  I  sing  Euphelia'sVale  ' 
I  fix  my  soul  on  Cloe's  eyes. 
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Fair  Cloe  blush'd  :  Euphelia  frown'a  ; 

remark  a  how  ,11  we  all  dissembled. 

M.   Prior 


CLXXIV 

LOVE'S  SECI^ET 

Never  seek  to  tell  thy  .'ove 
F,^°y^  ^h^t  never  1  old  can  be; 

SiWp"-'^".^^^"^  ^°th  move 
isilently,  invisibly, 

Ai^'sh^^^^^^^^^^ 

^Ttr^iltn''^"  ^"^  ^°"^  fr°n.  me 
A  traveller  came  by. 

SJilently,  invisibly  : 

He  took  her  with  a  sigh. 

^V.  Blake 


CLXXV 

To  hS'i^i,'''^  t"'  ^""^  ^°  cover, 
To  hide  her  shame  from  every  eye 
To  give  repentance  to  her  lo7er^  ' 
And  wring  his  bosom,  is-to  die. 

O,    Goldsmith 
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CLXXVI 

Thou'JI  break  mv  heirf   tt,^    / 
That  sin,s  bSlleTh^  nt^  '"""^  ^^^^ 

And  wist  na  o'  my  fate     ^' 
Aft  hae  T   oved  by  bonnic  ;  „on 

And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  lov. 
And  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 

rrae  aff  Its  thorny  tree  ; 

nifTr^L^'^'^^'^st'-^w  the  rose 
But  left  the  thorn  wi' me 

■A*.  Burns 
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CLXXVII 

THE  PJWGRESS  OF  POESY 
A  Pindaric  Ode 

The  L^S;;??^^:^;!;:^-^  if  cress  take, 

Drink  lii    mVfra^ran  e  X"v  fJ^'"  '^^^ 
Now  the  rich  streL"o7mu  ?;if.°,^,._, 
Deep,  majestic,  smooth,  and'str^ng'^       '"^ 
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Thro  verdant  vales,  and  Ceres'  golden  reicn  • 
Now  rolling  down  the  steep  amain  ^     ' 

lleadlong,  imixtiious,  see  it  pour: 

'roar    """"^  "°^'^^'"g   g'-oves   re-bellow   to    the 

Oh  !  Sovereign  of  the  willing  soul. 
Parent  of  sweet  and  solemn-breathing  airs 
Enchanting  shell !  the  sullen  Cares  ' 

And  frantic  Passions  hear  thy  soft  controui. 
On  fhracia  s  lulls  the  Lord  of  War 
I  las  curb'd  the  fury  of  his  car 
And  dropt  his  thirsty  lance  at  thy  command 
Perching  on  the  sceptred  hand 

Wit h  rnffl  V  T^'''  ^""■'^  ^^"^  ^'^•'^'''^••'^l  king 
With  ruffled  plumes,  and  flagging  wine  • 

Quench'd  m  dark  clouds  of  slumber  lie   " 

The  terror  of  his  beak,  and  lightnings  of  his  eye. 

Thee  the  voice,  the  dance,  obey 

Temper  d  to  thy  warbled  lay. 

0  er  Idalia's  velvet-green 

The  rosy-crowned  Loves  are  seen 
On  Cytherea  s  day  ; 

With  antic  Sport   and  blue-eyed  Pleasures, 
Frisking  light  in  frolic  measures  : 
Wow  pursuing,  now  retreating. 
Now  m  circling  troops  they  meet  : 

1  o  brisk  notes  in  cadence  beating 

Glance  their  many-twinkling  feet. 
Slow  melting  strains  their  Queen's  approach  declare  • 
Where  er  she  turns,  the  Graces  homage  pay  " 

With  arms  sublime  that  float  upon  the  air  ^   ^ ' 

In  gliding  state  she  wins  her  easy  wav  • 
O  er  her  warm  cheek  and  rising  bosom  mive 
Ihe  bloom  of  young  Desire  and  purple  light  of  Love. 

Man's  feeble  race  what  ills  await  ' 
Labour,  and  Penury,  the  racks  of  Pain, 
Uisease,  and  Sorrow's  weeping  train 

And  Death,  sad  refuge  from  the  storms  of  fate  ! 
The  fond  complaint,  my  song,  disprove, 
And  justify  the  laws  of  Jove. 


Third 


nil  down  the  eastern  cliffs  Jfa/  * 

)n  Chill  s  boundless  forests  laid 
(-Jmy  pursue,  and  generous  Shame      ' 

"^^^:&^  ■ 

Murmur  d  deep  a  solemn  sound  • 
t  Jftlf  !*  2'"='  '"  G'«':e's  evil  hour 

And  coward  V  c<f  ?S''      .'^■''".'  '"''"'='■. 
men  La.n,m'h''aSe*i;'C*i-,J-  ="--• 
ih^y  sough    oh  Albion,  nL.f.,;;Senc,reIed 

tnTh;^rntp™™Nl.r?S-«?^ 
What  ,fme  whKcfd  a™  s'?Si'3'^  ''■•'''' 

He!°a:;r,'r^-i^,n"-|  r^» 
S.reteh'd,„rehhis,i„,earmta'„dti,ed. 
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Of  horror  that,  and  thrilling  fears, 

Or  ope  the  sacred  source  of  sympathetic  tears  ' 

TJ,!!n^r'''"'^  ?^'  .^^^^  ^°^«  «"blin.o 
Upon  the  seraph-wings  of  Extasy 
i  he  secrets  of  the  abyss  to  spy  • 

Where  angels  tremble  while  they  ga/e 

1  wo  coursers  of  ethereal  race, 

pace      ^"  '"^""^"^  '^°'^^^''  ^^^^  long-resounding 

Hark,  his  hands  the  lyre  explore  • 
^nght-eyed  Fancy,  hovering  o'er, 
Scatters  from  her  pictured  urn 

bS^' 'H«  .  ^T^''  """"^  ^^''^'  that  burn, 
mu  ah  !    tis  heard  no  more— 

O^' !  lyre  divine,  what  daring  spirit 

Wakes  thee  now  ?  Tho'  he  inherit 

^V  .  i'"fc  """^  ^"^Pl*^  pinion, 

That  the  Theban  eagle  bear, 
barling  with  supreme  dominion 

1  nro  the  azure  deep  of  air  • 
Vet  oft  befc.3  his  infant  eyes  would  run 

VvS      •'"' l"f  ""'  ^^'"^'  ^"  the  Muse's  ray 
With  orient  hues,  unborrow'd  of  the  sun  ; 

Vet  shall  he  mount,  and  keep  his  distant  wav 
Beyond  the  limits  of  a  vulgar  fSe  :  ^ 

Beneath  the  Good  how  far-but  far  above  the  Great. 

T.   Cray 
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THE  PASSIONS 
An  Ode  for  Jlfus/c 
When  Music,  licavenly  maid,  was  ^•oun- 
While  yet  in  early  Greece  shesuni.        ^' 
ihe  Passions  oft,  to  hear  her  shell 
1  hrong  d  around  her  magic  cell      ' 
^xulting,  trembling,  raging,  fainting, 
ossest  beyond  the  Muse's  painting  ; 
L*""\^^^^y/f  ^  the  glowing  mind 
i  1    urb'd,  delighted,  raised,  defined: 

Fi!  ll""'?^  r^  ''"''  '''^^''  ''^"  ^^'^••e  fired, 
HU  d  with  fury,  rapt,  inspired, 

l^rom  the  supporting  myrtles  round 

i  hey  snatch  d  her  instruments  of  sound 

And,  as  they  oft  had  heard  apart 

Sweet  lessons  of  her  forceful  art, 

l-.ach  (for  Madness  ruled  the  hour) 

Would  prove  his  own  expressive  power. 

^'?  ^7^''  his  hand,  its  skill  to  try, 
Amid  the  chords  bewilder'd  laid 
And  back  recoil'd,  he  kn«=w  not  why, 

ii  en  at  the  sound  himself  hnd  made. 
Next  Anger  rush'd,  his  eyes  on  fire, 

Jn  lightnings,  own'd  his  secret  stincs  • 
In  one  rade  clash  he  struck  the  lyre        ' 

And  swept  with  hurried  hand  the  strings 
With  woeful  measures  wan  Despaii- 

Low  sullen  sounds,  his  grief  beguiled  ; 
A^^lemn,  strange,  and  mingled  an-, 

Ivvas  sad  by  fits,  by  starts  'twas  wild. 
But  thou,  O  Hope,  with  eyes  so  fair, 
vJli-      w'''  thy  delighted  measure  ? 
'>till  It  whisper'd  promised  pleasure 
And  bade  the  lovely  scenes  at  distance  hail 
would  h— ^-     '   ..  . 


Still 
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-  And  from  the  rocks,  the  wood 
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AnH  w'^''''"1T°""'='"S  ^^•"Pet  took 
Were  i7  ''  ^^"'t^°  ^°"^^  and  dread. 

;^"di^er  and  anon  he  beat 
And    fi^  '^^"^^^"g  'Irum  with  furious  heat • 

Whi       a  h^str:S^>5\",t^  T'K""  ^''-' 

fromSshea^^     '^"   "^  ''^^'  '^^^"^'^^   bursting 

S^teSrliKfe^-^ 

Hate  "^  ^°^^'  "°^^  '^^'-^S  call'd  on 

p!!?M^f'  "P-'-f ised,  as  one  inspired 
Pale  Melancholy  sat  retired:     '        ' 
And  froni  her  wild  sequeste^'d  seat 
in  notes  bv  distanr*:.  mo^^  ' 

Pnnr',?  tu  ^  ^^l}^'}^^  '"ade  more  sweet, 

stole.  *  """  t''°™"'  ""=  "i"g>e<l  measure 

>vnen  l,l,ee,f„l„es.,,  a  nymph  of  healthiest  hue, 
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Her  bow  across  her  shoulc  r  flung 
Wer  buskins  gemm'd  with  morning  dew 

iilew  an  inspmng  air,  that  dale  and  thicket  runir 
The  hunter's  call  to  Faun  and  Dryad  known  f' 

The  oak-crown'd  Sisters  and  their  chaste-evToueen 
Satyrs  and  Sylvan  Boys,  were  seen  '       "^        ' 

l-eeping  from  forth  their  alleys  gteen  : 

Brown  Exercise  rejoiced  to  hear  ; 
And  Sport  leapt  up,  and  seized  his  beechen  spear. 

Last  came  Joy's  ecstatic  trial  • 
iie,  with  viny  crown  advancing, 

Bu^I'nn^l,*'''  "^'i^'  ?^P^  ^^^  hand  addrest : 
But  soon  he  saw  the  brisk  awakening  viol 

Whose  sweet  entrancing  voice  he  loved  the  best  • 
They  would  have  thought  who  heard  the  strain       ' 

AmTdsMh^?  TT^^'^'^X-'^'  h^'-  "'-^tive  maids 
Amidst  the  festal-sounding  shades 
1  o  some  unwearied  minstrel  dancing  : 
^^hlle,  as  his  flying  fingers  kiss'd  the  strings. 
Love  framed  with  Mirth  a  gay  fantastic  round  • 
Loose  were  her  tresses  seen,  her  zone  unbound- 
And  he,  amidst  his  frolic  play,  ' ' 

cu     ,     ."^  ^^"^^  th^  charming  air  repay 
Shook  thousand  odours  from  his  dewy  wings. 

0  Music  !  sphere-descended  maid, 
friend  of  Pleasure,  Wisdom's  aid  ! 
Why,  goddess  !  why,  to  u;.  denied, 
Lay  St  thou  thy  ancient  lyre  aside  ' 
As  m  that  loved  Athenian  bower  ' 

y  ou  learn  d  an  all-commanding  iiowor 

1  hy  niimic  soul,  O  Nymph  endear'd.'  ' 
Can  well  recall  what  then  it  heard. 
Where  is  thy  native  simple  heart 
Devote  to  Virtue,  Fancy,  Art> 

Arise,  as  in  that  elder  time, 
Warm,  energic,  chaste,  sul^lime  ! 
1  hy  wonders,  in  that  god-like  age, 
i; 111  thy  recording  Sister's  page  ;— 
,? 's  said,  and  I  believe  the  tale, 
i  hy  humblest  reed  could  more  prevail, 

M  2 
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ThnVoT  K-  ?''^"Sth,  diviner  rage, 

han  all  which  channs  this  lagganl  ^ 

I;^  en  a  1  at  once  together  founrf       ' 

Ceaha's  nungled  world  of  sou  d  - 

Rev  vlTl'  '•''"  ^''^'-^vours  cease V 
Kevive    he  just  designs  of  (Jreece  • 

Keturn  in  all  thy  sin7ple  state! 
Confirm  the  tales  her  sons  relate - 

^^''  Collins 
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CLXXIX 

THE  SONG  OF  DAIVn 

Of  an  l-f^^^l''^^^^''"^'shty  source 
On    ^  f '  u^  '''^"Pendous  force 

A  r  i  •   r^  "gJ^tarm,  beneath  Whose  eves 
Ml  period,  power,  and  enterprise        '^  ^y^'' 
Commences,  reigns,  and  ends. 

The  world,  the  clustering  spheres  li    „indn 
i  he  glorious  light,  the  soothing  shade    '' 
M^.-T'^'^' 5h^"?Paign,  grove  and  hill  •     ' 
I  he  multitudinous  abyss. 

Where  secrecy  remains  in  bliss. 
And  wisdom  hides  her  skill. 

To  U!;""'  ^  ^^^'  J'^hovah  said 

io  Moses  .-while  Earth  heard  in  .Iread 

And,  smitten  to  the  heart- 
A    once,  above,  beneath,  around, 
All  Aature,  without  voice  or  .sound 
Replied,  'O  Lord.  THOU  ART.' 

C.  Smai-t 
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JNFANJ'JOY 

'  i  have  no  name  ; 

I  am  but  two  (lays  old.' 

—What  shall  I  call  thee  ? 

'  I  happy  am  ; 

Joy  is  my  name." 

— Sv  i;et  joy  befall  thee  ! 

Pretty  joy ! 

Sweet  joy,  but  two  days  old  ; 

Sweet  joy  I  call  thee: 

Thou  dost  smile  : 

T  sing  the  while, 

Sweet  joy  befall  thee  ! 

n:  Blake 


A  CRADLE  SONG 

CLXXXI 

Sleep,  sleep,  l)eauty  bright, 
Dreaming  in  the  joys  of  night  ; 
Sleep,  sleep  ;  in  thy  sleep 
Little  sorrows  sit  and  weep. 

Sweet  babe,  in  thy  face 
Soft  desires  I  can  trace, 
Secret  joys  and  secret  smiles, 
Little  pretty  inflint  wiles. 

As  thy  softest  limbs  I  feel. 
Smiles  as  of  the  morning  steal 
<  )'er  thy  cheek,  and  o'er  thy  breast 
Where  thy  little  heart  doth  rest. 

Oh  the  cunning  wiles  that  creep 
In  thy  little  heart  asleep  ! 
When  thy  little  heart  dolh  wake, 
Tiien  the  dreadful  light  shall  break. 


\V.  Jilak 
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CLxxxir 
ODE  ON  THE  SPKJNG 

rhe  unt,     j^^  hannuny  of  VS  L 

Be.de  some  water's  fushy'brini. 
How  indigent Sgi!.*'  '"""''■ 

And  float  amid  the  linuW  no  ^ 
•Some  liehtlv  oVrtHi^       "°°"  * 

Alike  the  Busy  and  the  Gay 
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But  flutter  thro'  life's  little  day, 
In  Fortune's  varying  colours  drest  : 
Brush'd  by  the  hand  of  rough  Mischance, 
Or  chill'd  by  Age,  their  airy  dance 
They  leave,  in  dust  to  rest. 

Methinks  I  hear  in  accents  low 

The  sportive  kind  reply  : 
Poor  moralist !  and  what  art  thou  ? 

A  solitary  fly  ! 
Thy  joys  no  glittering  female  meets, 
No  hive  hast  thou  of  hoarded  sweets, 
No  painted  plumage  to  display  : 
On  hasty  wings  thy  youth  is  flown  ; 
Thy  sun  is  set,  thy  spring  is  gone— 

We  frolic  while  'tis  May. 

T,   Gray 


CI.XXXIII 

THE  POPLAR  FIELD 

The  poplars  are  fell'd  ;  farewell  to  the  shade 
And  the  whispering  sound  of  the  cool  colonnade  ; 
The  winds  play  no  longer  and  sing  in  the  leaves, 
Nor  Ouse  on  his  bosom  their  image  receives. 

Twelve  years  have  elapsed  since  I  first  took  a  view 
Of  my  favourite  field,  and  the  bank  where  they  grew  • 
And  now  m  the  grass  behold  they  are  laid. 
And  the  tree  is  my  seat  that  once  lent  me  a  shade  ! 

The  blackbird  has  fled  to  another  retreat 
Where  the  hazels  afford  him  a  screen  from  the  heat  • 
And  the  scene  where  his  melody  charm'd  me  before' 
Resounds  with  his  sweet-flowing  ditty  no  more. 

My  fugitive  years  are  all  hasting  away. 
And  I  must  ere  long  lie  as  lowly  as  they. 
With  a  turf  .  a  my  breast  and  a  stone  at  my  head, 
li-re  another  such  grove  shall  arise  in  it^  eh":  ' 
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ff^-   Cowper 


t-'LXXXlV 

T^O  A  MOUSE 

I'm  truly  sorry  man's  dominion 
Wh  ch  makes  thee  starllc 

A  -l^iinen-icd;,  aTh'a';:;''""  '"••"'"  ""^  ' 

'7  a  sma   request  : 

An/?  '''  ''^"^^"^'  ^^''  '^^^  lave 
And  never  miss't  • 

V  ['•"'ggagc  frrcen  '  ^     ^^^  •^"^' 


Third 

Thou  saw  the  fields  Jaid  bare  an'  waste 
An  weary  winter  coniin'  fast 

ou.'.h;?';^':,,""^'^"""^"-'-' 

Jiut,  Mousie,  thou  art  no  thy  Jane 
In  proving  A,resight  may  b7vain. 

Still  thou  art  blest,  compared  wi'  me  ' 

Sf^;)^^"^T^^""^'^-ththee    '• 

I  lit,  Och  !  I  ],ackward  cast  my  e'e 
On  prospects  drear  '  ^ 

An  forward,  tho' I  canna  sec, 
I  guess  an'  fear  ! 

/v'.   Burns 
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CLXXXV 

A  nvsj/ 

Mine  be  a  cot  beside  the  hill; 
A  bee-hive  s  hum  shall  soothe  mv  ear  • 
A  willowy  brook  that  turns  a  miM,       ' 
With  many  a  fall  .hall  linger  near. 

ShallTw!!r'V^^''  ^""''^"^  '"y  ^J^'-^l^'l' 
nr<    1  twit terfrom  her  clay-built  nest  • 

Oft  shall  the  pilgrim  lift  the  latch,      ' 
^vnd  siiarc  mv  m«TJ    ^  ..•«!-. 

-.•  "— !!,  a  Heicuinc  guest. 
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Book 

Around  my  ivied  porch  shall  spring 
Each  fragrant  flower  that  drinks  the  dew  • 

^n  n,      f^'  ^'  ^"'"  ^^^^^1'  ^^^^^  sing  ' 

in  russet-gown  and  apron  bhie. 

wtrffiS"'^"''^  "'."''"S  ^'^^  trees, 
wffh  f  o"'- marriage-vows  were  given 

With  merry  peals  shall  swell  the  brecve 
And  pomt  with  taper  spire  to  Heaven 


!*.«• 


CLXXXVI 

ODE  TO  EVENING 

M^f  ^  ""^n^^""  ?^°P  ^'^  P^^toral  song 

"^Li^ih?  r^'"',  ^^'''  ^°  ^°°'he  thine  ear 
i.ike  thy  own  solemn  springs, 

ihy  springs,  and  dying  gales  ; 
O  %mph   reserved,-while    now    the    k^ghthairM 

Sits  in  yon  western  tent,  whose  cloudy  skirts 
With  brede  ethereal  wove,  ^  ' 

O  erhang  his  wavy  bed  ; 

Or  where  the  beetle  winds  ^' 

His  small  but  sullen  horn. 

As  oft  he  rises  midst  the  twili<rht  niih 
Against  the  pilgrim  borne  in  heed';  s  hum  _ 

Now  teach  me,  maid  composed,  ' 

lo  breathe  some  soften'd  strain 

As,  musing  slow,  I  hail 
i  hy  genial  loved  return. 


Third  j_j 

For  when  thy  folding-star  arising  shows 
His  paly  circJet,  at  his  warning  lamp 

1  he  fragrant  Hours,  and  Elves 

Who  slept  in  buds  the  day, 

And  m^ny  a  Nymph  who  wreathes  her  brows  with 

And  sheds  the  freshening  dew.  and,  lovelier  still, 
Ihe  pensive  Pleasures  sweet, 
i  repare  thy  shadowy  car. 

Then  let  me  rove  some  wild  and  heathy  .scene  : 
Or  find  some  ruin  midst  its  dreary  dells, 

Whose  walls  more  awful  nod 

By  thy  religious  gleam.'. 

Or,  if  chill  blustering  winds  or  driving  rain 
Prevent  my  willing  feet,  be  mine  the  hut 

Ihat,  from  the  mountain's  side. 

Views  wilds,  and  swelling  Hoods, 

And  hamlets  broNvn,  and  dim-discover'd  spires  • 
And  hears  their  simple  bell ;  and  marks  J'e.  all 

J.  hy  dewy  fingers  draw 

The  gradual  dusky  veil. 

\?J^v  ^r"<¥  'u^"  J'""'"  ^^«  showers,  as  oft  he  wont 
And  kithe  thy  breathing  tresses,  merest  Eve  !         ' 

While  Summer  loves  to  sport 

Beneath  thy  lingering  light ; 

\yhile  sallow  Autumn  fills  thy  lap  with  leaves  • 
Or  Winter  yelling  through  th'e  t^oublm ^.S,  ' 

Affrights  thy  shrinking  train 

And  rudely  rends  thy  robes  ; 

So  long,  regardful  of  thy  quiet  rule. 

Shall  Fancy,  friendship,  Science,  smiling  Peace 

Thy  gentlest  influence  own,  ^  ' 

And  love  thy  favourite  name  ! 

^V.   Colitns 
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ELEGY    ]VA 


ci.xxxvir 


'TEN 
CHURCHYARD 


/^V    A     COUNTRY 


He  n,de  Wa.hers  of  the  hamk  "Lp 
I  tow  jocuml  di     hey  Wvcrh.!'^  ^^'>^''  ' 


Third 


The  paths  of  glory  lead  but 


17,1 


gave 


to  the  grave. 

iwVJr'r'  '"■"  ?■■ »""»'«'  bust 

Perhaps  in  this  neglected  spot  is  laid 

Or  waked  to'eX  the  agV;f'  ""'^  »»>-''. 

Chill  pe„„r,  rep''re':M°'.a      ,"::  """"  ' 
And  froze  the  genial  current  of  the'otd. 
Full  many  a  gem  of  purest  ray  serene 

^■Jnt*yTKr;?s?(F''-- 
An«*„t.he^«S':fSf;'o;^L7„sr- 


■l  (I 


i7i 


Book 


Thae  teach  the  rustic  moralist  to  dfe   J 

This  »fej°  ''"'"^  fotSetfulness  a  prey 
1  IMS  pleasing  anxious  bein?  e'er  reSli 

Some  kindred  spirit  shall  enquire  ?hy  fete- 
Haply  some  hoary-headed  stvain  may  sav     "" 

iSi"--pittsi?" 

0  meet  the  sun  upon  the  upland  lawn  • 
Th«  wraith's  to?!  r-;'?  """"'"S  "-eh 


ad, 
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hide, 
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e  deck'd, 
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'Hard  by  yon  wood,  now  smiling  as  m  scorn, 
Muttering  his  wayward  fancies  he  would  rove  ; 
Now  drooping,  woeful-wan,  like  one  forlorn,  ' 
Or  crazed  with  care,  or  cross'd  in  hopeless  love. 

*  One  morn  I  miss'd  him  on  the  custom'd  hill. 
Along  the  heath,  and  near  his  favourite  tree  ; ' 
Another  came  ;  nor  yet  beside  the  rill, 
Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he  ; 

'  The  next  with  dirges  due  in  sad  array 
Slow  through  the  church- way  path  we  saw  him  borne,— 
Approach  and  read  (for  thou  canst  read)  the  lay 
Graved  on  the  stone  beneath  yon  aged  thorn. ' 

THE    EPITAPH 

Here  rests  his  head  upon  the  lap  of  earth 
A  youth,  to  fortune  and  to  fame  unknown  ; 
Fair  science  frown'd  not  on  his  humble  birth 
And  melancholy  mark'd  him  for  her  own. 

Large  was  his  bounty,  and  his  soul  sincere  ; 

Heaven  did  a  recompense  as  largely  send  : 

He  gave  to  misery  (all  he  had)  a  tear, 

He  gain'd  from  Heaven  ('twas  all  he  wish'd)  a  friend.  ,^ 

No  farther  seek  his  merits  to  disclose, 
Or  draw  his  frailties  from  their  dread  abode, 
(There  they  alike  in  trembling  hope  repose,) 
The  bosom  of  his  Father  and  his  God. 

T.  Gray 
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CI-XXXVIII 

MARY  MORISON 

O  Mary,  at  thy  window  be. 
It  is  the  wish'd,  the  trysted  hour  ! 
Those  smiles  and  glances  let  me  see 
That  make  the  miser's  treasure  poor 
How  blithely  wad  I  bide  the  stoure, 
A  weary  slave  frae  sun  to  sun, 
Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure. 
The  lovely  Mary  Morison. 


IjCr 


nook 

[">  Mary,  canst  thou  wreck  hW  ,. 

\V  ha  for  thy  sake  waT^l  ;  . D"^ 
^)»  canst  thou  break  that  hear  of  hi. 
^^hase  only  faut  is  loving  tC^     '"'' 

fflove  for  love  thou  wilt  na'ie 
At  east  he  pity  tome  shownT 
A  thought  ungentle  eanna  he 
"le  thought  o' Mary  Morison. 

''  /*'.  Burns 


ci.xxxrx 


BONN/E  LESLEY 


O  saw  ye  lionnie  Lesley 
As  she  gaed  o'er  the  border' 
To  ^"""' A'^^  Alexander  ' 
^>  spread  her  conquests  farther 

To  sec  her  is  to  Jove  her 

And  love  but  her  for  ever. 
For  Nature  made  her  wh.rshe  is 
And  ne  er  made  sic  anither  '     ' 

Thou  art  a  queen,  Fair  Lesley 

Thln^ '."^•'•'^'''' ^^^' ''ef«'-e  thee  ■ 
f^hou  art  d.vme,  Fair  Lesley      ' 
The  hearts  o'  men  adore  thee. 

^0,.^f",^u'°"'^"''^«<^''^iththee 

^Y  ookmtothybonniefece 
Andsay'Icannawrnngthee" 


Third 

The  Powers  alwon  will  tent  tlicc  ; 

Misfortune  sha'  na  steer  thee  ; 
i  lioii  rt  like  themselves  sae  h^vely 

'I'hat  ill  they'll  ne'er  let  near  thee. 

Kcturn  again,  Fair  J.esley, 

Heturn  to  Calcdonie ! 
'l"hat  we  may  brag  we  liae  a  lass 

1  here  s  nane  again  sae  bonnie. 

R.  Burns 
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O  my  Luve's  like  a  red,  reil  rose 
I  hat  s  newly  sprung  in  Jime  • 

O  my  Luve's  like  the  nielodie 
That's  sweetly  nlay'd  in  tune.      \ 

As  fair  art  thou,  my  bonnie  lass,-*^" 
So  deep  in  luvc  am  I  : 

'^"mf  T" '"''''  ^''^■^'  "^•"'  '"y  '•^•'i'-. 

1  111  a  the  seas  gang  dry  : 

'I'ill  a'  the  seas  gang  dry,  my  dear, 
And  the  rocks  melt  wi'  the  sun  ; 

I  will  luve  thee  still,  my  dear, 
While  the  sands  o'  life  shall  run. 

And  fare  thee  weel,  my  only  Luve  ! 

And  fare  thee  weel  awhile  ! 
^"p.^,^'"  ^"'"e  again,  my  Luve, 

Iho  It  were  ten  thousand  mile. 

A*.  Bunts 
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HIGHLAND  MARY 

Ye  banks  ami  braes  and  streams  aionnd 

1  he  castle  o'  Montgomery, 
Green  be  yo-.r  woods,  and  fair  your  flowers. 

Your  waters  never  drumlie  I 
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And  there  the  langest  tarry 
J' or  there  I  took  the  last '^ 


lobes, 


inae  dwelt  on  me  saelcindiv  ■ 
te^'.'t'iS  ""'"«'""  dust 

Buuti  1  S-""^'  '".'''<'  °«^  dearly 
Sh,    r"""  "')'  tosom's  core 
Shall  live  my  Highland  Ma.^ 

/'.  Burns 
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.■HTLD  KOBIN  GKAV 
Whenj,c  sheep  arc  in  .he  faald.  and  .he  kye  a 

WMe  »ygud/mt;Ls\™„thyTe'''^^  "^  ^''•■' 
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^°"  bddc-f '  '"'"'' '"'  ""''''  ''"'^  '°"«''^  '"'-'  ^"^  l^'s 

T.?mnl'"?K^  "''""  ^'"  ^>''^'' "a^'tliing  else  beside  : 

An  I  ;1         '■  '-''■°"'?  '''  1'""'''  young  Jamie  gaed  to  sea  • 

And  the  croun  and  the  pund  were  baith  for  me 

He  hadna  be^  awa'  a  week  but  only  twa, 
'''^slol^  S!^  '^'^'^    ^'^   -'"'  -^  ^h'e    cow  was 

fcud'R±/r  ■'^'''^'  "^^  '"y  J'-^'"'^  '-^^  ^he  sea- 
^vnci  aulcl  Kobin  Gray  came  a-courtin'  me. 

My  father  couldna  work,  and  my  mother  couldna  spin  • 
A ^^  i'^t^  ""^^  "'ght,  but  their  bread  I  couldni  w  n 
Auld  Rob  maintains  them  baith,  and  li'Tar"  in  his 

Said,  Jennie,  for  their  sakes,  O,  marry  me  ! 

My  heart  it  said  nay  ;  I  ]ook'd  for  Tamiebick  • 

But  tlj^ind  it  blew  high,  and  C Ihf^^'  was  a 

/fr  w??/^  r?'  ""  ^'•''^''•k-why  didna  Jamie  dee  ? 
Oi  why  do  I  live  to  cry,  Wae's  me  ? 

My  father  urgit  sair  :  my  mother  didna  speak  • 

brl'kf'  "  "^  '^^^  ^"^  "'y  ^-r'  --  '"^^  to 

'^V  ^/ w.^['"  V^  ^'^"'^'  ^"'  '^y  heart  was  at  the"  sea  • 
Sae  auld  Robm  Gray  he  was  gi,deman  to  me  ' 

I  hadna  been  a  wife  a  week  but  only  four. 
When  mournfti'  as  I  sat  on  the  stane  at  the  door 

TST.e7aif  rm'  ""'V''  '^^  ^  ^°"'^^-  think  The- 
1111  ne  said,  I  m  come  hame  to  marry  thee 

w:toSufis?nVitr'^^ 

I  w.h  that  I  we^^atbut^jeio  &TJ/ 
And  why  was  I  born  to  say,  Wae's  me  !  ' 

I  gang  like  a  ghaist,  and  I  carena  to  soin  • 
I  daurna  think  on  Jamie,  for  that  wadTe'a  sin  ; 
But  1 11  do  my  best  a  gude  wife  aye  to  be 
Por  auld  Robin  Gray  L  is  kind  imto  me! 

Lady  A.  Lindsay 
N2 
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l>UNCAN  ai^AV 


can  ( 


Ha,  ha,  th 
On  biythe  Viil 


•lay  cam  here  t 


vvooinjf 
night  ■ 
wooi 


o  Woo, 
o't 


Tin    ."  '  "u  "'S'^'  ^hen  wc  were  fou 
Ila,  lia,  the  wooimr  ..'f  .  "■  '"" 


Maggie  coost  her  head  fu>  high 
Look  d  nslJent  and  unco  skS 

C^ait  poor  Duncan  stand  aheiS'; 
Ha,  ha,  the  wooing  o't  ' 

•^pak  o  lowpin  ower  a  linn  ! 

TimV"?'!  ^^'''"'-^^'  '-^'-^^  '>"t  a  tide 
«^ha)l  T,  hke  a  fool,  quoth  he 
Jor  a  haughty  hizzie  dee?      ' 
'''hemaygaeto-Franccfor  me! 
JIow  it  comes  let  doctors  tell, 
Meg  grew  sick-as  he  grew  vlell  • 

^'/.ft'-^  sigh  she  brings;  ^' 
And  O,  her  een,  they  spak  Isic  things  ! 

Duncan  was  a  lad  o' grace  • 
Maggie  s  was  a  ])iteous  case  • 
i>"nca„  couldna  be  he    death 

1       hn%r"'''-"^''-r^y^''^ilh: 
•i^a,  na,  the  wooing  o  t  ! 

A'.  Bunts 
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THE  SAff.OR's  iiVFE 

'1^1  arc  ye  sure  the  news  is  true  ? 
And  are  ve  sure  ho'c  ,.,^^i !» 


And 


Is  Ih: 


.  ye  sure  he's  weel  ? 
•s  a  tnne  to  think  o'  wark  ? 


Is  this  the  time  to  spin  a  thread, 
When  Colm's  at  the  door? 

And  fT-'"^'^'"''''^'^'"^'^  the  quay 
A nd  see  h ini  come  ashore.  '  ^ ' 

Tht7snr.\''^''^^^^^ 

1  nere  s  nae  luck  at  a'  ;  ' 

^'li'"."  ^ ''"'«  pleasure  in  the  house 
When  our  gudeman's  awa' 

My  bishop's  satin  gown 

1  hat  Cohn'sin  the  town. 

Mylurkeyshppersmaungaeon 
My. stockins  pearly  bhief  ' 

Fn.  h«'^  f'''-"u';  ''"•■  g"''enian, 
For  he  s  baith  Jeal  and  true. 

Rise  Jass,  and  mak  a  clean  fireside 

Put  on  the  muckle  pot  •  ' 

Oiehttle  Kate  her  button  gown 
And  Jock  his  Sunday  coft  • 

Iherhoseaswh.,  assnaw;  ' 

Forh^^r'^r  ^'''S:»^'^"^^". 
J^oi  has  been  long  awa. 

ThJrfoHn'^  '''f  ^  ''^^"-  "•^'^i^s  about, 
1  nat  Colm  weel  may  fare  • 

And  spread  the  table  neat  and  clean 
Cxar  Ilka  thing  look  braw, 

For  wha  can  tell  how  Colin  fared 
^Vhenhcwasfarawa? 


1 82 


Bool' 

"is  very  foot  has  music  inV 
AS  he  comes  up  the  stair— 

Andwilllseehi^faceagair? 
And  w,l   I  hear  him  speak? 

A„^,'"l'/,««'aboon  the  lave: 

There  s  httle  pleasure  in  the  house 
When  our  gudeman's  awa' 


cxcv 
ABSENCE 
When  I  think  on  the  happy  days 

And  K"'  ^i  y?"'  "^y  dearie;^' 
And  now  what  lands  between  us  lie 
How  can  I  be  but  eerie  !  ' 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours 
As  ye  were  wae  and  weary  -' 

m  "V  J'"  glinted  by  ^ 
When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 

Anon, 


Thini 
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JEAN 

Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw 

1  dearly  like  the  West, 
I- or  there  the  bonnie  lassie  lives. 

1  he  lassie  I  lo'e  best : 
There  wild  woods  grow,  and  rivers  row. 

And  mony  a  hill  between  • 
But  day  and  night  my  fancy's  flight 

Is  ever  wi'  my  Jean.  ^ 

I  see  her  in  the  dewy  flowers 

I  see  her  sweet  and  fair  : 
1  hear  her  in  the  tunefii'  birds, 

I  hear  her  charm  the  air  : 
iheres  not  a  bonnie  flower  that  springs 

Byfountam.shaw,  or  green,  ^ 

Ihere  s  not  a  bonnie  bird  that  sings 

But  minds  me  o'  my  Jean. 

O  blaw  ye  westlin  winds,  blaw  saft 

Amang  the  leafy  trees  ; 
Wi'  balmy  gale,  frae  hill  and  dale 

Bring  hame  the  laden  bees  ; 
And  bring  the  lassie  back  to  me 

That  s  aye  sae  neat  and  clean  • 
Ae  smile  o'  her  wad  banish  care, 

Sae  charming  is  my  Jean. 

What  sighs  and  vows  amang  the  knowes 

irlae  pass  d  at  ween  us  twa ' 
How  fond  to  meet,  how  wae'to  part 
_,  ^  "at  night  she  gaed  awa  ! 
The  Powers  aboon  can  only  ken 

To  whom  the  heart  is  seen, 
That  nane  can  be  sae  dear  to  me 

As  my  sweet  lovely  Jean  ! 

A*.  Burns 
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/0//JV  ANDERSOiY 

John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 
When  we  were  first  acquent 

Vour  locks  were  like  the  raven. 
Your  honnie  brow  was  brent ; 

J^u   now  your  brow  is  bald,  John, 

Jiut  blessings  on  your  frosty  i/ow 
John  Anderson  niy  ]o. 

John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 
Weclambthehill'theg/ther,' 
And  mony  a  canty  day,  [ohn 
We've  had  wi'  ane  anither  :    ' 
^ow  we  maun  totter  down,  John, 
Jiut  hand  m  hand  we'll  go 

f^'i^it'^thegitheratthefoot. 
John  Anderson  my  jo. 

A'.  Biuns 


CXCVIII 

THE  LAND  a  tBE  LEAL 

I'm  wearing  awa',  Jean, 
;ike  snaw  when  its  thaw,  Jean,     " 
1  m  wearing  awa' 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
1  here  s  nae  sorrow  there,  Tean 
Ihere's  neither  cauld  nor  care    Te.n 
I  he  day  IS  aye  fair  '*'^^' Jean, 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
Ye  were  aye  leal  and  true    Tein 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal, 


Third 

Our  bonnie  bairn's  there,  Jean, 
She  was  baith  giiid  and  fair,  Jean 
O  we  grudged  her  right  sair 
'i'o  the  land  o'  the  leal  ! 

Then  dry  that  tearfu'  e'e,  Jean, 
My  soul  langs  to  be  free,  Jean,' 
And  angels  wait  on  me 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
Now  fare  ye  weel,  my  ain  Jean, 
This  warld's  care  is  vain,  Jean  ;' 
We'll  meet  and  aye  l)e  fain 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 

Lady  Nairn 
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CXCIX 

ODE    ON  A   DISTANT  PROSPECT  OF 
ETON  COLLEGE 

Ye  distant  spires,  ye  antique  towers 

That  crown  the  watery  glade, 
AVhere  grateful  Science  still  adores 

Her  Henry's  holy  shade  ; 
And  ye,  that  from  the  stately  brow 
Of  Windsor's  heights  th'  expanse  below 
Ut  grove,  of  lawn,  of  mead  survey, 
Whose  turf,  whose  shade,  whose  flowers  amonc 
Wanders  the  hoary  Thames  along  ^ 

His  silver-winding  way  .- 

^h  happy  hills  !  ah  pleasing  shade  ! 

Ah  fields  beloved  in  vain  ! 
Where  once  my  ckreless  childhood  strav'd 

A  stranger  yet  to  pain  !  '     ' 

I  feel  the  gales  that  from  ye  blow 
A  momentary  bliss  bestow. 
As  waving  fresh  their  gladsome  wine 
My  weary  soul  they  seem  to  soothe 
And,  redolent  of  joy  and  youth.      ' 

\  o  breathe  a  second  spring. 
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^^y.  Father  Thampc  r«,.  ♦! 

Wh^  f  ^  °^  pleasure  trace  • 

The  canHvI  r     '  *^5^  ^^''^^sy  wave  ? 

,  To  sw^eeten  iS  ''"''  ''""^  '^^"^^'•aint 

Some  bold  adventurer's  disdn.-n 
ihe  hm  ts  of  thpfr  kAi  ^"^V'^'" 
Anrl  .,„!  "  "^^e  reign 

°7  hope  is  theirs  by  fancy  fe,l 

The?'/';™"K  when  possjsf-  ' 
J  he  tear  forgot  as  soon  as  shed 
The  sunshine  of  the  breast    ' 

wi^wS  reSS"- "'  ^^y'"'- 

And  lively  cS'°f"  "T 
The  thoughS  °f  IT"  ''°'!'  • 
The  spirits  Dure  thl'  i     f">'  "'^ht, 

^-fly^i^pteH's-'ri^^' 
'TUKti-r:;,';,*''''- 

Jnfc'^fr-i-^ 

Ah1ht1ht'rit?''->l=«l='-">'«m.. 
To  sei^e  thei.  orevT,,'"  ™''."*  ^'»"J 
Ah,  ten. l.-^rS/a^e'Tetr^ ''-'•■ 
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Tliese  shall  the 
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/  Passions  tear, 
1  ne  vultures  of  the  mind, 
Disdainful  Anger,  pallid  Fear, 

And  Shame  that  sculks  behind  ; 
Or  pining  Love  shall  waste  their  vouth. 
Or  Jealousy  with  rankling  tooth   ' 
That  inly  gnaws  the  secret  heart, 
And  Envy  wan,  and  faded  Care, 
(/rim-visaged  comfortless  ]:)espair. 

And  Sorrow's  piercing  dart. 
Ambition  this  shall  tempt  to  rise. 

Then  whirl  the  wretch  from  high 
To  bitter  Scorn  a  sacrifice 

And  grinning  Infamy. 
The  stings  of  Falsehood  those  shall  try 
And  hard  Unkmdness'  alter'd  eye. 
That  mocks  the  tear  it  forced  to  flow  ; 
And  keen  Remorse  with  blood  defiled'. 
And  moody  Madness  laughing  wild 
Amid  severest  woe. 

Lo,  in  the  vale  of  years  beneath 

A  griesly  troop  are  seen, 
The  painful  family  of  Death, 

More  hideous  than  their  queen  • 
This  racks  the  joints,  this  fires  the  veins, 
1  hat  every  labouring  sinew  strains, 
Ihose  m  the  deeper  vitals  rage  • 
Lo  !  Poverty,  to  fill  the  band, 
That  numbs  the  soul  with  icy  hand, 

And  slow-consuming  Age. 

To  each  his  sufferings  :  all  are  men, 

Condemn'd  alike  to  groan  ; 
The  tender  for  anothgr^  pain, 

Th'  unfeeling  for  his  own. 
Yet,  ah  !  why  should  they  know  their  fate 
hmce  sorrow  never  comes  too  late, 
And  happiness  too  swiftly  flies  ? 
Thought  would  destroy  their  paradise. 
No  more  ;— where  ignorance  is  bliss 

Tis  folly  to  be  wise.  ' 


T,  Gr 


■ay 


I.SS 


Tiofll' 


'/^  Co'vpcr 
ccr 

J^ound  in  thv  ^rS    '     .  '^^  ^^P  best  » 


crs, 


7'kint 


When  fust  thy  Sire  to  send  on  cailh 
Virtue,  his  darling  child,  dcsignM, 
i  u  thee  he  gave  the  heavenly  birth 
And  bade  to  form  her  infant  mind 
Stem,  rugged  nurse  .'  thy  rigid  loic 
With  patience  many  a  year  she  bore  ; 
What  sorrow  was,  thou  bad'st  her  know, 
And  from  her  own  shelearn'd  to  melt  at  others'  woe 
Scared  at  thy  frown  terrific,  fly 
Ax/^f  ^■^''^'''^"S  Folly's  idle  brood, 
Wild  Laughter,  Noise,  and  thoughtless  Toy, 

And  leave  us  leisure  to  be  good 
Light  they  disperse,  and  with  them  co 
Ihe  summer  friend,  the  flattering  foe  • 
i»y  vam  Prosperity  received, 
1  o  her  they  vow  their  truth,  and  are  again  believed. 
Wisdom  in  sable  garb  array'd 

An<\"!;f  f  "V"\'^^^-?'""'  ^^'""S^''  profound, 
And  Melancholy,  silent  maid, 

sun?  If""^^",  ''^^'  ^^""^  ^"^'^■'^  ^he  grouiul, 
StiJI  on  thy  solemn  steps  attend  : 

Warm  Charity,  the  general  friend, 
VVith  Justice,  to  herself  severe. 
And  Pity  dropping  soft  the  sadly-pleasing  tear. 
Oh  !  gently  on  thy  suppliant's  head 

^^^'t^']^''^^^^^'  '^y  ^'^y  chastening  hand  I 
iN  ot  m  thy  Gorgon  terrors  clad. 

Not  circled  with  the  vengeful  band 
w?u  V      '""P'o^s  thou  art  seen) 
With  thundering  voice,  and  threatening  mien, 
With  screaming  Horror's  funeral  cry  ' 

L>espair,  and  fell  Disease,  and  ghastly  Poverty  ;- 
Thy  form  benign,  ob  goddess,  wear, 
„,Jhy  milder  influence  impart, 
1  hy  philosophic  train  be  there 
To  soften,  not  to  wound  my  heart 
he  generous  spark  extinct  revive, 
1  each  me  to  love  and  to  forgive 
Kxact  my  own  defects  to  scan, 
What  others  are  to  feel,  and  know  myself  a  Man. 

T.  Gray 
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■  '^^^^LEXANDER  SELKIRK 

lammonarchof  all  I. survey 

%  nght  there  is  none  to  &ul.  . 
i'lom  the  cenfrp  oil  ^     '"  "'spiue  ; 

un,  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove 


Third 

CnZ  ^^^A  ''  \S^^"^^  °f  the  mind  ! 
Compared  with  the  speed  of  its  flight 

The  empest  itself  lags  behind,      ^    ' 
And  the  swift-wmged  arrows  of  li.rht 
When  I  thmk  of  my  own  native  and 
In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there  ; 
But  alas  !  recollection  at  hand 
boon  hurries  me  back  to  despair. 

Th.  K '^  'f -'^r!  ^'  ^^n'-'  t»  her  nest, 
Evpn  r'  •' '"'^  ^°^"  ^"  his  lair  ;  ' 
^ven  here  IS  a  season  of  rest, 
And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 

Iheres  mercy  in  every  place, 
And  mercy,  encouraging  thought  • 
Oives  even  affliction  a  grace  ^ 
And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot. 

fK  CoTvper 


191 


ecu  I 


TO  MARY  UNmN 
Mary  !  I  want  a  lyre  with  other  strings 
Such  .d  from  Heaven  as  some^L™? feign'd  they 

But  thou  hast  little  npi^A      ti, 
Theredllhv II ^f  ^"' ^"^^  ^"^  bright- 
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''O  mji  .SAME 

Til,,   •     :  oince  for  me  sfill 
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My  Mary  J  '^'^'"  ^^'"  »'- 


Third 

Partakers  of  thy  sad  decline 
Thy  hands  their  little  force  resign  ; 
Yet,  gently  prest,  jaress  gently  mine, 
My  Mary ! 

Such  feebleness  of  limbs  thou  prov'st 
1  hat  now  at  every  step  thou  mov'st 
Upheld  by  two  ;  yet  still  thou  lov'st 
My  Mary  !  ' 

And  still  to  love,  though  prest  with  ill, 
In  wmtry  age  to  feel  no  chill, 
With  me  is  to  be  lovely  still, 
My  Mary  ! 

But  ah  !  by  constant  heed  I  know 
How  oft  the  sadness  that  I  show 
Transforms  thy  smiles  to  looks  of  woe 
My  Mary  !  ' 

And  should  my  future  lot  be  cast 
With  much  resemblance  of  the  past, 
Thy  worn-out  heart  will  break  at  last— 
My  Mary  ! 

IV.  Coiv^er 
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THE  CASTAWAY 

Obscurest  night  involved  the  sky, 
The  Atlantic  billows  roar'd. 

When  such  a  destined  wretch  as  I, 
Wash'd  headlong  from  on  board, 

Of  friends,  of  hope,  of  all  bereft. 

His  floating  home  for  ever  left. 

No  braver  chief  couM  Albion  boast 
Than  he  with  whom  he  went. 

Nor  ever  ship  left  Albion's  coast 
With  warmer  wishes  sent. 

He  loved  them  both,  but  both  in  vain, 

Nor  him  beheld,  nor  her  again, 


'94  Jiook 

Not  long  beneath  the  whelniinp  brine 
Expert  to  swim,  he  lay;       "^ ''""^• 

Nor  soon  he  felt  his  strength  decline 
Or  courage  die  away  ;  ^  '"' 

They  left  their  outcast  mite  behin,! 
And  seudded  still  before  the  wtd' 

Some  succour  yet  they  could  afford  • 
And  such  as  storms  allow,  ' 

^ThoTr"h!.?i''^'"'^'''^"»'dhe 

1  heir  haste  hnnself  condemn 
Aware  that  flight,  in  such  aTea 

Alone  could  rescue  them  : 
^et  bitter  felt  it  still  to  die  ' 
Deserted,  and  his  friends  so  nigh. 

He  long  survives,  who  lives  an  hour 
In  ocean,  self-upheld  ;  ^°'" 

And  so  long  he,  with  unspent  power 
His  destiny  repell'd  :  ^  ' 

And  ever,  as  the  minutes  flew 
Entreated  help,  or  cried  'AdiW." 

At  length,  his  transient  respite  past 

Had  heard  his  voice  in  every  blast 
Could  catch  the  sound  no  more  .' 
The  S-fl"'  ^^  *°"  ^"''^"^d,  he  drank 
The  stifling  wave,  and  then  he  sank 


Third 

No  poet  wept  him  ;  hut  the  pauc 

( )f  narrative  sincere, 
I  hat  tells  his  name,  his  worth,  his  ace 
Is  wet  with  Anson's  tear  •  ^  ' 

And  tears  by  lairds  or  heroes  shed 
Alike  immortalize  the  dead. 
I  therefore  purpose  not,  or  dream, 

Descanting  on  his  fate, 
1  o  give  the  melancholy  theme 

A  more  enduring  date  : 
I  ut  mrsery  still  delights  to  trace 
Its  semblance  in  another's  case. 
No  voice  divine  the  storm  allay'd. 

No  light  propitious  shone, 
When,  snateh'd  from  all  efTectual  aid, 

We  perish'd,  each  alone  : 
«ut  I  beneath  a  rougher  sea, 
And  whelm'd  in  deeper  gulfs  than  he. 

W.  Co-iVpo- 
ccvi 

TOMORROW 

In  the  downhill  of  life,  when  1  find  I'm  declinintr 
May  my  fate  no  less  fortunate  be  '•""""'"&' 

Ami  a  cot  that  o  erlooks  the  wide  sea  ; 

Wh  le  fca  olT''T^  ^"  P'-^^^  ^'-  ^h«  lawn, 
A    J  ,  ,.?,    ^^^^^  ^^ay  idle  sorrow, 
And  bhthe  as  the  lark  that  each  day  hails  the  dawn 

Look  forward  with  hope  for  Tomorrow 
With^a^porch  at  my  door,  both  for  shelter  and  shade 

As  the  sunshine  or  rain  may  prevail  • 
And  a  .nan  s,x,.  „f  g™„,  \^  ^'^^  ^^  ,^^  ^^^^ 

With  a  barn  for  the  use  of  the  flail  • 
A  cow  for  my  dairy,  a  dog  for  my  game. 

And  a  purse  when  a  friend  wants^rborrow  • 
1 11  envy  no  Nabob  his  riches  or  fan..  ' 

Ur  what  honours  may  wait  him  Tomorrow. 
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An/™""''  \y  "  "'-iRlibouring  hill  • 

;^  whth'i-'vfw'^?:  rc'"  ^'^  ""^ «-.  'cowing 

On  .ho  brink  o;"£';triTrrr'™ 

hov'nng,  traie  ill  not  seek  to  keep 

B".n;z:tr.;e'^itrrrr'^',"«"'- 

.  And  with  smile,  conn,       k  ™."''>'  ^""^^y. 
As  this  old  wo™-™  °S  wW.r'"^.'"'  ■>"<' fwrow  ; 
May  become  EveJteSg"^!;  ■J^^^™*"-  Today, 

y.  Collins 
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BknowS^h'^'^i  ">■""■■•'. 
And  When  of  ho™'  Tl  "'"''  ""«  • 
I  own  ,0  .ne's  a  sSret  ^ef  ^^  "'  "" 

;7\h'Vto7;«wt'„'&  *""/ weather , 

C-hoos:'S!„To^K^-''.«>=  waging, 
.Say„o.GoodNi,ht,-l;„.,,„„^,^,^,_,^,^ 

I^'fl  me  Good  Morning. 

--^-  /.  Barliatiid 
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Whether  on  Ida's  shady  brow 
Or  m  the  chambers  of  the  Kast. 

TJie  chambers  of  the  sun,  that  now 
From  ancient  melody  have  ceased  • 

Whether  in  Heaven  ye  wander  fair,  ' 

Or  tL  v*']^'"^^".^"''""'"''  «^^he  earth 

il.u  ^'^"^  '  '^S'ons  of  the  air, 

Where  the  melodious  winds  have  birth  j 
Whether  on  crystal  rocks  ye  rove 

beneath  the  bosom  of  the  sea, 
Wandering  m  many  a  coral  grove  - 

Fair  Nine,  forsaking  Poetry  ; 
How  have  you  left  the  ancient  love 

That  bards  of  old  enjoy'd  in  you  ! 
The  languid  strings  do  scarcely  move. 

The  sound  is  fo-ced,  the  notes  are  few. 

IV.  Blake 
CCIX 

ODE  ON  THE  POETS 
Bards  of  Passion  and  of  Mirth 
Ve  have  left  your  souls  on  earth  ' 
Have  ye  souls  in  heaven  too 
Doubie-iived  in  regions  new? 


Book 

With   henleof'i-    "r'"'^'"°°'^' 
And  the  dSp  of    ^°""''y"«  wond'roiis 

With  the^wi^fspe/ofT  '^""?'^°"^  > 

Seated  on  Elysia;  Jawns 
Browsed  by  none  but  dL's  f. 
Underneath  hi-o-«  m    ^  li  "^  ^^^"s  ; 
Whp  Jtif  ,1  •  ?^  blue-belJs  tented 

Perfume  which  on  earth  i!l,; 
ote.■,;7e^S'•g^-<^.^e„ 

ttTht^l "  S',  ,o„ 

Where  your  clhir  =     f '' '°  '""<'  X™. 

Wisdom,  though  fledZt^y. 

Ve  have  so  ,1  J?    u  °"^'  °"  ^arth  ! 
DouU^hrirrfe-S 

J-  fCeats 
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ON  FIRST  LOOKING  INTO  CHAPMAN'S 
HOMER 

And'i''  ^  'T"''^ '"  '^^  '•^^^•"s  of  gold 
And  many  goodly  states  and  kingdoms  seen  • 

Wh  "h  T""!  ^^^'^••"  '«1^"^^«  have  I  been      ' 
Which  bards  in  fealty  to  Apollo  hold 

Oft  of  one  wide  expanse  had  I  been  told 
YefdfdTn^"?  "r  ^^  ^"^"^  as  Ms  dlmesne  • 
iill  I  heard  Chapman  speak  out  loud  and  bold  : 
—Then  felt  I  like  some  watcher  of  the  skies 
When  a  new  planet  swims  into  his  ken  ; 
Or  like  stout  Cortez,  when  with  eagle  eyes 

LookCw  ''  K  '  P'-^cific-and  all  his  men 
i^ook  d  at  each  other  with  a  wild  surmise- 
Silent,  upon  a  peak  in  Darien. 

J.   Keats 
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LOVE 

All  thoughts,  all  passions,  all  delights. 
Whatever  stirs  this  mortal  frame,  ^     * 
All  are  but  ministers  of  Love 
And  feed  his  sacred  flamJ. 
Oft  in  my  waking  dreams  do  I 

Live  oer  again  that  happy  hour. 
When  midway  on  the  mount  I  lav 
Beside  the  ruin'd  tower. 

The  moonshine  stealing  o'er  the  scene 
Had  blended  with  the  lights  of  eve 

Andshewasthcrc,myLpe,myjo;, 
My  own  dear  rienevi-ve  !  "^ 
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Th!  if  r''^  -''f ^'"''  ^he  armed  man 
The  statue  of  the  armed  knight     ' 
She  stood  and  listen'd  to  my  ky' 
Amid  the  lingering  light. 

Few  sorrows  hath  she  of  her  own 
MyhopeJn,yj„yj  own 

She  loves  me  best,  whene'er  I  sin  '  ' 
The  songs  that  make  her  grie^'e. 
I  play'd  a  soft  and  doleful  air 

I  sang  an  old  and  moving  storv 
An  old  rude.song,  that  sfited^^^il 
That  rum  wild  and  hoary. 

Wf.h'f^'^^'^^^^^^'tting  blush 

B"t  gaze  upon  her  face. 

Uoon  ?•''  t  ft"  ^^"^ght  that  wore 
W"  his  shield  a  burning  brand 

ihe  Lady  of  the  Land. 
I  told  her  how  he  pined  :  and  ah  ' 

Interpreted  my  own. 
^e  listen'd  with  a  flitting  blush 

loo  fondly  on  her  face.' 
But  when  I  told  the  cruel  scorn 

^•^ot  lested  day  nor  night ; 
That  sometimes  from  the  savage  den 

In  green  and  sunny  glade,- 


There  came  and  Jook'd  him  in  the  face 
An  angel  beautiful  and  bright ; 
And  that  he  knew  it  was  a  Fiend. 
1  nis  miserable  Ivnight  i 

'"s^7t£!i~:;;-^^^ 

And!;::S:a-;;I-P'c!hisknees; 

And  ever  stroveTotpSe"  """- 
ihescorn  that  crazed  his  brain  ;-^ 

A  n^  1^''*  t^  ""'■sed  him  in  a  cave 
And  how  his  madness  went  awiv  ' 

When  on  the  yellow  forest-Ces' 
A  dymg  man  he  lay ;— 

ThJf''^  ^«r<ls-but  when  I  re.ch'd 
Mv  Ll"^''"'*  strain  of  all  the  dftty 
■LJisturb  d  her  soul  with  pity  J 

"ad  thrill  d  my  guileless  Genevieve  • 

sh^T'lT'^.  p'^y^"^  delight 

I  heard  her  breathe  my  namk 
Her  bosom  heaved- she  steunV?  .c.-^ 
As  conscious  of  my  look  she^Lpr  '' 

She'flt"^  "^^''  timolol:  eTe 
^ne  fled  to  me  and  wept. 
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Shehalfinclosedmevvithherarm. 
■^ne  press  d  tn^  wifj,  i     '''"'•^> 

And  gazed  upon  my  face.  ^' 

'Twas  partly  love,  anrl  partly  feir 

Ihat  I  might  rather  feel,  than  see 

Th.swelhng  of  her  heart. 
I  calm'd  her  fen  re   or„i    u 

And  told  hertjwTtg^!-^^^^ 
^"^.f?  I^^oH'^y  Genevieve?  ^'' 
My  bright  and  beauteous  Bride. 

^'    T,   Coleridge 
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ccxir 
ALL  FOR  LOVF 

And  the  mmrand  1    r  *=  ''■''>''  "f  ""'glory  ■ 

,!!    Wr^HSt"*  -"  "owns  .o  .he  W„„  ,L,  is 

"sprhkW,"    "=-"    ""«'•  -i'l.    May.de>v    ,,e. 

Then  _^away  wi,h  all   such   f,.„„,    ,he  head  that  is 

Wh..  care  I  for  the  wreaths  that  can  onty  gi,,  _,„,^, 

fef7;^t;etro^?,^'i'l'»*y  r!ises'  '• 
Than  to  see  the  brfefc^^'e  o'f  Sr"'''"^'''"'^' 
S  e  thought  that  I  fvas  /.;\lth';^;  ^^  *-^" 

When  .UparWed  o'er  auglli  S ' t='|™",r'ir„:; 
I  fcnew  it  ,vas  love,  and  I  fel,  it  was  glory. 

Lord  Byron 
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CCXIII 

THE  OUTLAW 

And  Greta  woods  are  green 
And  you  may  gather  garlands  'there 

Would  grace  a  summer-queen 
And  as  I  rode  by  Dalton-rfalf 

Beneath  the  turrets  high, 
A  Maiden  on  the  castle-wall 
<  r^  xf  ^  smging  merrily  : 
O  Bngnall  banks  are  fresh  and  fair 
And  Greta  woods  are  green  • 
I  cl  rather  rove  with  Edmund  there 

Than  reign  our  English  queen.' 
'  I^'  Maiden   thou  wouldst  wend  with  me 
Thn    Yl""  ^""^^  ^"^^^  ^n^I  town,  ' 

Tho ^  ?  ^^l  ^T^^  ^hat  life  ikd  we 

And  ,f  thou  canst  that  riddle  read, 
T>.^^  ::^ff"»  well  you  may,  ' 

A  «  n  v?^  greenwood  shalt  thou  speed 
As  bhthe  as  Queen  of  May.'        ^ 

Arg;eM''''1«"^"^^"^^--f-"-. 
-ft  nc  Greta  woods  are  green  • 

i  <I  rather  rove  with  Edmund  there 
Ihan  reign  our  English  queen. 

'  ^A  n^^'V^°"'  ^y  y°"»"  bugle-horn 
And  by  your  palfrey  good, 

I  read  you  for  a  ranger  sworA 
.  /o  keep  the  king's  greenwood.' 
A  Kanger,  lady,  winds  his  horn. 
And 'tis  at  peep  of  light ;  ' 

His  bkst  IS  heard  at  merry  morn, 
And  mine  at  dead  of  nieh^  ' 

indT'^'^'>""b^"'«''^'-efair, 
And  Greta  woods  are  gay  : 
I  woula  I  were  with  Edmund  there 
i  o  reign  his  Queen  of  May  ! 
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Would  re"e  Iv  o"""'^'^"  ''''^'•- 
reign  my  Queen  of  May  ! 

MaKenianamelesslifeiie,,, 
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Fourth 

And  the  midnight  moon  is  weavini: 

.,ru  '^''  !'"^'^*  '^h-'ii"  o'er  the  deep, 
Whose  breast  is  gently  heaving 

As  an  infant's  asleep  : 
So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee 
To  listen  and  adore  thee  • 
With  a  full  but  soft  emotion, 
Ivike  the  swell  of  Summer's  ocean. 

Lord  By  roil 
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ccxv 
THE  INDIAN  SERENADE 

I  arise  from  dreams  of  Thee 
In  the  first  sweet  sleep  of  night, 
When  the  winds  are  breathing  low 
And  the  stars  are  shining  bright  • 

I  arise  from  dreams  of  thee, 

And  a  spirit  in  my  feet 

Hath  led  me—who  knows  how  ? 

To  thy  chamber- window.  Sweet ! 

The  wandering  airs  they  faint 
On  the  dark,  the  silent  stream— 
The  champak  odours  fail 
Like  sweet  thoughts  in  a  dream  : 
1  he  nightingale's  complaint 
It  dies  upon  her  heart. 
As  I  must  die  on  thine 

0  beloved  as  thou  art ! 

Oh  lift  me  from  the  grass  ' 

1  die,  I  faint,  I  fail ! 

Let  thy  love  in  kisses  rain 
On  my  lips  and  eyelids  pale. 
My  cheek  is  cold  and  white,  alas  » 
My  heart  beats  loud  and  fast  ■ 
Oh  !  press  it  close  to  thine  ag'ain 
Where  it  wjjl  break  at  last. 

P.  B,  Shelley 


•■-'ij 


It 


I'li 


2o6 


SooJi 


f 


CCXVI 

■  She  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  nightl 

Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes  ; 
^^"■\"^^'"ow'd  to  that  tende?  light 
Which  heaven  to  gaudy  day  deifies. 
One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less 
Had  h,lf  impair'd  the  nanieVss  grTce 

Or  softly  lightens  o'er  her  %e, 
Where  thoughts  serenely  swee   express 
How  pure,-how  dear  their  dw^ling  place. 

4"lr  ^^""^  ^^^^'^  ^"^  ""'^^  that  brow 
^o  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent, 

l^^ff'IH    f?^^  ^'"'  *^^  t^"ts  that  glow 
But  tell  of  days  ,n  goodness  spent,-- 
A  mmd  at  peace  witrall  below 
A  heart  whose  love  is  innocent. 

Lot'J  Byron 


CCXVII 

She  was  a  Phantom  of  delight 
When  first  she  gleam'd  upon  my  sight  • 
A  lovely  Apparition,  sent  ^  ^      ' 

lo  be  a  moment's  ornament  : 
Her  eyes  as  stars  of  twilight  fair  ; 

Binl7r^^'V°^'^^^^l"«kyhair; 
But  all  things  else  about  her  d/awn 
From  May-tmie  and  the  cheerfuuLn  • 
A  dancing  shape,  an  image  gay,  ' 

To  haunt,  to  startle,  and  wfylay. 
I  saw  her  upon  nearer  view 
A  Spirit,  yet  a  Woman  too  ' 
Her  household  motions  light  and  free 
And  steps  of  virgin-liberty  ;  ' 


Fourth 

A  countenance  in  which  did  meet 

Sweet  records,  promises  as  sweet ; 

A  creature  not  too  bright  or  good' 

For  human  nature's  daily  food, 

For  transient  sorrows,  simple  wiles, 

Praise,  blame,  love,  kisses,  tears,  and  smiles. 

And  now  I  see  with  eye  serene 
The  very  pulse  of  the  machine  ; 
A  bemg  breathing  thoughtful  breath, 
A  traveller  between  life  and  death  : 
The  reason  firm,  the  temperate  will 
Endurance,  foresight,  strength,  and 'skill  : 
A  perfect  Woman,  nobly  plann'd 
To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command  : 
And  yet  a  Spirit  still,  and  bright 
With  something  of  an  angel-light. 

W.    Wordstvortk 
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cCXVIlI 

She  is  not  fair  to  outward  view 

As  many  maidens  be  ; 
Her  loveliness  I  never  knew 

Until  she  smiled  on  mc. 
O  then  I  saw  her  eye  was  bright, 
A  well  of  love,  a  spring  of  light.' 

But  now  her  looks  are  coy  and  cold, 
1  o  mme  they  ne'er  reply, 

And  yet  I  cease  not  to  behold 
The  love-light  in  her  eye  : 

Her  very  frowns  are  fairer  far 

Than  smiles  ofother  maidens  are. 

H.  Coleridge 
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ccxix 

I  fear  thy  kisses,  gentle  maiden  ; 
Ihounecdestnotfearminc; 

My  spirit  IS  too  '..vplv  laden 
Ever  to  burthen  tJiinc; 

I  fear  thy  mien,  thy  tones,  thy  motion  • 
i  hou  needest  not  fear  mine  •  ' 

With  which  1  worship  thine. 

■^-  A  Shelley 


i  ccxx 

^^R.'^T'lif  "'°"S  the  untrodden  ways 
Beside  the  springs  of  Dove;         ^ 

A  maid  whom  there  were  none  to  praise 
And  very  few  to  love.  ^         ' 

A  violet  by  a  mossy  stone 

Half-hidden  from  the  eye  ' 
-Fair  as  a  star,  when  only  one 
is  shining  m  the  sky. 

She  lived  unknown,  and  few  could  know 
When  Lucy  ceased  to  be  ; 

Ihe  difference  to  me  ! 

^f^.    lVo)-ds7vor//i 


ccxxr 

I  travell'd  among  unknown  men 

In  lands  beyond  the  sea  ; 

What"?  """IV^'^  I  know  till  then 
What  love  I  bore  to  thee. 
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*Tis  past,  that  melancholy  dreain  ' 
Nor  win  cjuit  thy  shore  • 

A  second  tunc-;  for  still  I  smn 
lo  Jove  thee  more  and  more. 

Among  thy  mountains  did  I  {^J^ 
i  he  joy  of  my  desire; 

IV.    IVordsu'orth 
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^     '^^^  ^-DUCATFON  OF  NATURE  JUm^^^., 
Three  years  she  grew  in  sun  and  shower  • 

^-^^^'^iS^asneversown: 

She  shall  be  mme.  and  I  will  make 
A  lady  of  my  own.    y 

'Myselfwill  to  my  darling  be 
Both  law  and  impulse  :  and  with  me 
The  g,rl,m  rock  and  plain, 

ShS'feernn  ''^"^^"'>  gl^^'e  and  bower, 
anall  teel  an  overseemg  power 
1  o  kmdie  or  restrain. 

'She  shall  be  sportive  as  the  fawn 

Or  m.Thl  ^''^  ^'"^  ''^'^'■"•^^  the  lawn 
V  j^u    ,    "lountam  springs  ; 
And  her  s  shall  be  the  breathing  balm 
And  her's  the  silence  and  the  c.?lm      ' 
<^>f  mute  msensate  things.       „ 


':'' 
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'The  stars  of  midnight  shall  K»  i 
7"  her  ;  and  she  shall  Jean,.^  '^'"' 
In  many  a  secret  place      '   ''^"^  ^•''^•• 

^Sj'iSrn^:.;|:^-ywardrouncI. 
'''hall  pass  into  her  face.       ""^'  '"""'^ 

siJ^allVel'^hS"^^°^^^^^'g'^^        ' 
^^-vp^t;;;-^ --el,  height, 

SuchtlmughtsfoIaicylviM     • 
Whr^e^heandlto,:^^.^^^-- 
^^t-rem  this  hapi^y  dell.' 

Thus  Nature  sj.ake^The  wnrL- 

And  never  more  will  be  ' 

^    IVonisivorl/i 
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"Uvb,  and  stones,  and  trees. 

^^    Wordsworth 
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CCXXIV 

^  I'OST  /,0VK 
I  meet  thy  pensive,  moonlight  face  • 

\hy  thrilling  voice  I  hear.  ' 

Am  llonncr  lunirs  and  scenes  rctracv 

loo  fleeting,  ami  too  dear '• 

'^  Thon^'ll'  '"''  '^""'^  '^«^^  ^-^^  '-^"4  free 

I  httle  thought  it  thus  could  he 
in  days  more  sad  and  fair  - 

And  thou  no  longer  there. 

^Or'nmke'?h  "''.""' ^^•^•■'^''i^'^'-. 
«Jr  make  thee  less  my  own  • 

Allan  watching  here  alone. 

^' wrr^A'T""""''  '^'-^•^  ^^^"  part. 
TlZ  f|  ^  ^""^'■y  ^«'^'«  her  ra-gn  • 

S\  t"  ha^r'^^'\'h^-^'i'her'^l^ 
A '"  we  iJiall  meet  again. 


ccxxv 
^^^^  £/ZZ/^'^  DAUGHTER 

Cries^'' W  '"  the  Highlands  bound 
AndT'l/^      "".1"'^°  "°t  tarry  ! 
And  1 11  g,ve  thee  a  silver  pound 

loruw  use- er  the  ferry  !'* 
P2 
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And  fast  before  her  fitlipr'. 
WhentheyhllS^K-?  bride, 

^y  this  the  storm  m-ew  ]o»^  . 
But  noun  :„'^'^f,£^"'^-^^- 


Fourth 


And  still  they  row'cl  amidst  the  roar 
Of  waters  fast  prevailing  • 
Lord  Ullin  reach'd  that  f^tal  shore.- 
His  wrath  was  changed  to  wailing. 

S:'S23S;^-e^---^«hade 

One  lovely  hand  she  stretch'd  for  aid 
And  one  was  round  her  lover. 

'  Come  back  !  come  back  ! '  he  cried  in  trr.Vf 
'Across  this  stormy  water  •  ^^^^ 

And  I'll  forgive  your  Highland  chief 
My  daughter  .'-Oh,  my  ^daughter  !'' 

'Twas  vain  :  the  loud  waves  lash'd  the  shore 
Return  or  aid  preventing  :  ^^^^' 

The  waters  wild  went  o^er  his  child 
And  he  was  left  lamenting.  ' 

T,  Campbell 

ccxxvi 
LUCYGRAY 

Oft  I  had  heard  of  Lucy  Gray  • 
And  when  I  cross'd  the  wild    " 

I  chanced  to  see  at  break  of  day 
Ihe  solitary  child.  ^ 

No  mate  no  comrade  Lucy  knew  : 
J^he  dwelt  on  a  wide  moor, 
The  sweetest  thing  that  ever  grew 
Iseside  a  human  door  ! 

You  yet  may  spy  the  fawn  at  play, 
ine  hare  upon  the  green  • 

But  the  sweet  face  of  Lucy  Gray 
Will  never  more  be  seen. 

*  To-night  will  be  a  stormy  night  -- 
You  to  the  town  must  go  ;      ^ 
And  take  a  lantern,  Child,  to  light 
Your  mother  through  the  snow/ 
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The  lantern  in  he/hj.'i"' I-'-'^J' 'ool! 

And  many  a  h  f  dS  t    ""  J- 

But  there  wn.  n  -fu  ""^  ''''^'^ ' 
Toserv/,Srt%fr''™''fe'" 

At£:rLtSdt.'''"-°'-«- 

■^n  Lllv'eUi"!!;/'™;"!?  homeward,  cri 
The  i,nnt  of  Lucy's  feet!  ''"=<• 

I%SS^efi.he3,eepW„,ed,e 
And  throuoh  the  wl     "'t'  ™»"  i 

And  hy  .hf  io'ng  ijl.t^lr""'™  "^"8'=. 

The^tb^TeTtifA'^*^^ -■-■''•• 
J'hey  track-'rl  ?i      '^^  *^^  same  ; 

A"/."^tt!5^?.;;:-"--^io3t. 
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They  follow'd  from  the  snowy  bank 
Ihose  footmarks,  one  by  one, 
Into  the  middle  of  the  plank  • 
And  further  there  were  none  ! 

—Yet  some  maintain  that  to  this  day 
^>he  IS  a  living  child  ; 
That  you  may  see  sweet  Lucy  Gray 
Upon  the  lonesome  wild. 

O'er  rough  and  smooth  she  trips  alonsj, 
And  never  looks  behind  ; 
And  sings  a  solitary  song 
That  whistles  in  the  wind. 

IV.   Wordsxvorth 
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JOCK  OF  HAZELDEAN 

*  ^,^y  ^^'^P  ye  by  the  tide,  ladie  ? 

Why  weep  ye  by  the  tide? 
1 11  wed  ye  to  my  youngest  son. 

And  ye  sail  be  his  bride  : 
And  ye  sail  be  his  bride,  ladie, 

Sae  comely  to  be  seen  ' — 
But  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa' 

For  Jock  of  Hazeldean. 

'Now  let  this  wilfu'  grief  be  done. 

And  dry  that  cheek  so  pale  ; 
Young  Frank  is  chief  of  Errington 

And  lord  of  Langley-dale  ; 
His  step  is  first  in  peaceful  ha', 

His  sword  in  battle  keen  '— 
But  aye  she  loot  the  tears  down  fa' 

For  Jock  of  Hazeldean. 

*  A  chain  of  gold  ye  sail  not  lack. 
Nor  braid  to  l)ind  your  hair, 

Nor  mettled  hound,  nor  managed  hawk 
N  or  pallrey  fresh  and  fair  ; 
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Ami  you  the  foremost  o' lhe„  ,. 
J^^tyLt'loTtH-!--'- 

ro/;oto?r«=,£r  """'"■ 

•Jiie  s  o  er  f  ho  p^  j  • 

Wi-A'^olf^Ser^-^^' 


ccxxvni 
MOVE'S  PHlLOSOPffy 

AnV!ire"„:™it^„'?'-'8h',eaven. 
-^-    ^.  Shelley 
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CCXXIX 

ECHOES 

How  sweet  the  answer  Echo  makes 
To  Music  at  night 

When,  roused  by  lute  or  horn,  she  wakes, 
And  far  away  o'er  lawns  and  lakes 
Goes  answering  light ! 

Yet  Love  hath  echoes  truer  far 

And  far  more  sweet 

Than  e'er,  beneath  the  moonlight's  star, 

Of  horn  or  lute  or  soft  guitar 

The  songs  repeat, 

'Tis  when  the  sigh,— in  youth  sincere 
And  only  then. 

The  sigh  that's  breathed  for  one  to  hear— 
Is  by  that  one,  that  only  Dear 
Breathed  back  again. 

T.  Moore 
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ccxxx 
A  SERENADE 

Ah  !  County  Guy,  the  hour  is  nigh, 

The  sun  has  left  the  lea. 
The  orange-flower  perfumes  the  bower, 

The  breeze  is  on  the  sea. 
The  lark,  his  lay  who  thrill'd  all  day, 

Sits  hush'd  his  partner  nigh  ; 
Breeze,  bird,  and  flower  confess  the  hour 

But  where  is  County  Guy  ?  ' 

The  village  maid  steals  through  the  shade 

Her  shepherd's  suit  to  hear ; 
To  Beauty  shy,  by  lattice  high, 

Sings  high-born  Cavalier. 
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The  star  of  Love  nil ., 
.  ^  ^ow  reigns  o'Jt       ^,'^''«  above 

J^«t  Where  is  Coum^S^.^.^^^  ^■"«^- 
ccxxxi 

To  Peace   fn  pi  ^^"^e  ; 

f"re  some  enamSvi    T"  *°  b-!. 
Thine  is  ,he  brlT       ""'  ""''"■  "'=<^- 

°;ws^dSs-:S;^poier 

•^nine  on  Ji^i-  ^u  ' 

Whose  trees  thetnT'f  ^^"•^-•' 
f  nd  wanton  flowers  T  '"'""^'^  ^rown  ' 

An  an/p-el'?  r^^*  ^      •^'  '"'it  well  ir.-,,         ' 

Si.i.e™,'"'™'""™"  «"••""" 
^^o„^r:ff%TeS-"^"'ecn.„,, 

^""^-'-O'-heVifeSifat 


Fourth 

Shine  where  my  charmer's  sweeter  breath 
Embalms  the  soft  exhaling  dew, 
Where  dying  winds  a  sigh  bequeath 
To  kiss  the  cheek  of  rosy  hue  :— 

Where  winnow'd  by  the  gentle  air, 

A    5  r  n^"  ^""^^^^^s  ^'-'I'-'^Jy  flow 
And  fall  upon  her  brow  so  fair 

Like  shadows  on  the  mountain  snow. 
Thus,  ever  thus,  at  day's  decline 
Jn  converse  sweet  to  wander  far— 
O  bring  with  thee  my  Caroline, 
And  thou  Shalt  be  my  Ruling  Star  ! 

T.   Campbell 
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TO  THE  NIGHT 
Swiftly  walk  over  the  western  wave 

n  .    f  .1.       .'^P'"*  of  Night ! 
Uut  of  the  misty  eastern  cave 
Where,  all  the  long  and  lone  daylight. 
Thou  wovest  dreams  of  joy  and  fea?    ' 
Which  make  thee  terrible  and  dear  - 

Swift  be  thy  flight !    * 
Wrap  thy  form  in  a  mantle  gray 
r,,-    ,     .,        Star-inwrought: 
Blind  with  thine  hair  the  eyes  of  Dav 

Kiss  her  until  she  be  wearied  out-     '' 
Then  wander  o'er  city  and  sea  and  land 
Touching  all  with  thine  opiate  wand- 
Come,  long-sought ! 
When  I  arose  and  saw  the  dawn, 
wu      ,    ,       I  sigh'cl  for  thee  :  ' 

SnoS,  t  ™;I"  ^'^^'  ''^."^  '^^  ^^^  was  gone. 
And  noon  lay  heavy  on  flower  and  tree,  ^       ' 
And  the  weary  Day  turn'd  to  his  rest 
l^ingering  like  an  unloved  guest. 
I  sigh'd  for  thee. 


>  f  ill 
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'^^y  brother  Deaf  J,  . 
T^J^ysyveet  child  «;         ^"°"  "'e? 

''^"ft  mil  come  when  ,h    ' 


ccxxxni 

^'"tavemvih      ,'"'°"'°  grant? 
Bound  to  ?J^  """"ghls  for  the,  K 

^°^"ough,  <>«  U:i7Lt^  -  menS  ~, 
Sp-'-'-thongh  , J,.     "'■''''"""' '°"W  spare. 

"^"^ 'nay  know  I 
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When  we  two  parted 
In  silence  and  tears, 
Half  broken-hearted, 
To  sever  for  years, 

Pale  grew  thy  cheek  and  cold, 
Colder  th*kiss; 

Truly  thatTiour  foretold 
borrow  to  this  ! 

The  dew  of  the  morning 
Sunk  chill  on  my  brow  ; 
It  felt  like  the  warning 
Ofwhat  Ifeelnow. 
Thy  vows  are  all  broken, 
And  light  is  thy  fame  : 
I  hear  thy  name  spoken 
And  share  in  its  shame. 

They  name  thee  before  me, 
A  knell  to  mine  ear ; 

A  shudder  comes  o'er  me 

Why  wert  thou  so  dear  ? 
They  know  not  I  knew  thee 
Who  knew  thee  too  well  • 
Long   long  shall  I  rue  thee, 
1  oo  deeply  to  tell. 

In  secret  we  met : 

In  silence  I  grieve 

That  thy  heart  could  forget, 

Thy  spirit  deceive. 

If  I  should  meet- thee 

After  long  years, 

JJ.?w  should  I  greet  thee?— 

With  silence  and  tears. 

Lord  Byron 
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ccxxxv 
T„:  £:"'■;"'#'■'«' December, 

Too  fc"jf  I""' December, 

About  >he  froien  '^Z 
Toknow(hecl,?"'j°)'? 

Sr„^bS°Sorn!''' 
was„e;snrr!,z-'"- 


ccxxxvi 
Where  shall  the  lover  rest 


Fourth 

Where,  through  groves  deep  and  high 

Sounds  the  far  billow, 
Where  early  violets  die 

Under  the  willow. 
Elcu  loro 

Soft  shall  be  his  pillon: 

There  through  the  summer  day 

Cool  streams  are  laving  : 
There,  while  the  temjjests  sway. 

Scarce  are  boughs  waving  ; 
There  thy  rest  shalt  thou  take, 

Parted  for  ever. 
Never  again  to  wake 

Never,  O  never  ! 
Eleti  loro 

Never,  O  tiever  ! 

Where  shall  the  traitor  rest, 

He,    he  deceiver, 
Who  could  win  maiden's  breast, 

Ruin,  and  leave  her  ? 
In  the  lost  battle, 

Borne  down  by  the  flying, 
Where  mingles  war's  rattle  ' 

With  groans  of  the  dying  ; 
Elett  loro 

There  shall  he  be  lying. 

Her  wing  shall  the  eagle  flap 

O'er  the  falsehearted  ; 
His  warm  blood  the  wolf  shall  Ian 

Ere  life  be  parted  : 
Shame  and  dishonour  sit 

By  his  grave  ever  ; 
Blessing  shall  hallow  it 

Never,  O  never  ! 
Eleii  lo7'o 

Never,  O  never  ! 

Sir  IV.  Scott 
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^CXXKVIt 

And  the  harvest's  clone. 

Fast  wilherelh  (oo.'       *■  "" 

Hot  ha,>  wT|„,7'' '"">■'' chilcl, 
An<iher:;Jr^,,^;^.[°o.wa.'„-,H, 

;^7A4St'<';„>'-'.ea.,, 
She  look'd  al  me  as'.h    j^VT""'  =«"»  ; 
And  made  sw'erml^n"""-^'. 

A  faery's  song.  ^'  '^"'^  sing 

''A:iZt-r°«^„°fre„,hs„.eo,, 
And  sure  ;„  1,^'       "''  'n-inna-dciv 

'ASdX^-:,':';-e,fi„g„,, 


\'CI 


Fourth 

'  And  there  she  lulled  me  asleep, 
And  there  I  dream'd— Ah  !  woe  belulc  ! 

The  latest  dream  I  ever  dream'd 
On  the  cold  hill's  side. 

'  I  saw  pale  kings  and  princes  too, 
Pale  warriors,  death-pale  were  they  all  : 

I  hey  cried—"  La  belie  Dame  sans  Merri 
Hath  thee  in  thrall  !" 

•  I  saw  their  starved  lips  in  the  gloam 
With  horrid  warning  gaped  wide, 

And  I  awoke  and  found  me  here 
On  the  cold  hill's  side. 

'  And  this  is  why  I  sojourn  here 

Alone  and  palely  loitering, 
Though  the  sedge  is  wither^  from  the  lake. 

And  no  birds  sing,' 
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CCXXXVIII 

A  weary  lot  , ,  wiine,  fair  maid, 

A  weary  lot  is  thine  ! 
To  pull  the  thorn  thy  brow  to  braid, 

And  press  the  rue  for  wine. 
A  lightsome  eye,  a  soldier's  mien, 

A  f<  ather  of  the  blue, 
A  doublet  of  the  Lincoln  green  — 

No  more  of  me  you  knew 
My  Love  ! 
No  more  of  me  you  knew. 

'  This  morn  is  merry  June,  I  trow, 
The  rose  is  budding  fain  ; 

But  she  shall  bloom  in  winter  snow 
Kre  we  two  meet  again.' 
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And  adieu  for  evern.orl''^''''  ' 


ccxxxix 

'^^E  FLIGHT  OF  LOVE 
When  thehmp  is  shatter'd 

Th^     •  u  *^^?"^  's  scatter'd 

Loved  accents  are  soon  forgot. 
As  music  and  splendour 

That  rmg  ,he  dead  s'lan.an's  tnell 

To  em,  j^^^  .^  ^^ 

Thi" 7^-    ''"°  '>ewailest  ^  * 

Hie  fraUtyofall  things  here 
Why  choose  you  the  fraifesT' 

J- or  your  cradle,  your  hom^       a 

>  your  Home,  and  your  bier  ? 


Fourth 
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Its  passions  will  rock  thee 

As  the  storms  rock  the  ravens  on  high  ; 

Bright  reason  will  mock  thee 

Like  the  sun  from  a  wintry  sky. 

From  thy  nest  every  rafter 

Will  rot,  and  thine  eagle  home 

Leave  thee  naked  to  laughter, 

When  leaves  fall  and  cold  winds  come. 

P.  B.  Shelley 
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THE  MAID  OF  NEIDPA  TH 

O  lovers'  eyes  are  sharp  to  see. 

And  lovers'  ears  in  hearing  ; 
And  love,  in  life's  extremity. 

Can  lend  an  hour  of  cheering. 
Disease  had  been  in  Mary's  bower 

And  slow  decay  from  mourning, 
Though  now  she  sits  on  Neidpath's  tower 

To  watch  her  Love's  returning. 

All  sunk  and  dim  her  eyes  so  bright, 

Her  form  decay'd  by  pining, 
Till  through  her  wasted  hand,  at  night. 

You  saw  the  taper  shining. 
By  fits  a  sultry  hectic  hue 

Across  her  cheek  was  flying  j 
By  fits  so  ashy  pale  she  grew 

Her  maidens  thought  her  dying. 

Yet  keenest  powers  to  see  and  hear 

Seem'd  in  her  frame  residmg  ; 
Before  the  watch-dog  prick'd  his  ear 

She  heard  her  lover's  riding  ; 
Ere  scarce  a  distant  form  was  kenn'd 

She  knew  and  waved  to  greet  him, 
And  o'er  the  battlement  did  bend 

As  on  the  wing  to  meet  him. 

Q2 
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Ife  came— he  D3<!=Vi 

.As  o'er  som^  X^-="  h=«i'«s  gaze 

C"..l<l  scarcdy  cSff  rlrf"' 


CCXLI 
T^'e  youth,  ]je  cri^       u      ^^^  ^^r— 

Shan  be  .rCd^wThir'-^o 

She's  at  the  window  manv  ,„  i, 

^"■•itoo^^l-Ste^-r 
!Tht4h';f*J='',>ewher„ot, 

^'^o've  the  heart  Of  Ellen. 
iSS"-th''e:f«'''' 

^  Campbell 

CCXLii 
J"'ght  Star  !  ^ould  T  «, 
J^ot  in  lone  splendou,  r'*"  '^f^^'^^^^  as  thou  art- 


Fourth 

The  moving  waters  at  their  priestlike  task 
Of  pure  abhUion  round  earth's  human  shores, 
Or  gazing  on  the  new  soft  fallen  mask 
Uf  snow  upon  the  mountains  and  the  moors  .- 

No-yet  still  steadfast,  still  unchangeable, 
Pillow  d  upon  my  fair  Love's  ripening  breast 
lo  feel  for  ever  its  soft  "fall  and  swell, 
Awake  for  ever  in  a  sweet  unrest ; 

Still,  still  to  hear  her  tender-taken  breath. 
And  so  live  ever,— or  else  swoon  to  death. 

J.  Keats 
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THE  TERROR  OF  DEATH 

Vvaen  I  have  fears  that  I  may  cease  to  be 
Before  my  pen  has  glean'd  my  teeming  brain. 
Before  high-piled  books,  in  charact'ry  ' 

Hold  like  rich  garners  the  fuU-ripen'd  grain  ; 

When  I  behold,  upon  the  night's  starr'd  face. 

\ncfth1nTl?;  7?^^"^^  °^"  ^'S^  ^°'"^"<=«. 
And  think  that  I  may  never  live  to  trace 

Iheir  shadows,  with  the  magic  hand  of  chance 

^li  T^^n  ^''''  ^t  .^•■"^^"^^  «f  a"  hour  ! 
Ihat  I  shall  never  look  upon  thee  more, 

Never  have  relish  in  the  faery  power 

Of  unreflecting  love-then  on  the  shore 

Of  the  wide  worldl  stand  alone,  and  think 
U\\  Love  and  Fame  to  nothingness  do  sink. 

Keats    ^ 
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CCXLIV 


I  B?foli?J^'^^^^^^^^       ^«  the  wind- 
But  Thee^deep  ted  in7he"~^P^  •  "'^^  -hom 
That  spot  Which  no  vLlsSti'drctl/;,'f ' 
J-ove,  faithful  Jove  reciIIV)  fU 

H-e  I  been  ^^tl^JJ.TaA'o^''^  "^^'^ 

J^nowing-  my  heart's  best  tr.o 

That  neither  presenf  f      ^^^^^s^'e  was  no  njoro  • 

^  Vl^ordswort/i 


CCXLV 

A.  .he^n,ld  hour  of  nig,,,  „,,„  ,„„  ,^,.^  ,.,^^^^^^^ 
^°'?hinre^:f  ""=  '°'^''>  ""en  life  shone  w™  in 

^"S1r'""^'°^''="^H.ho„wihc„„e,o 
And,cn„eo„.,oveisre™emWd.evenin,hesk,, 

And  .Echo  ra.  off  .hrough  .he  vale  „„  ..,  „,,„„ 
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I  think,  oh  my  Love  !  'tis  thy  voice,  from  the  King- 
dom of  Souls  ** 

^^'"dear'"^^""^  "''"  ^^'^  "°'"  *^^*  ""''^  '''^'■^  ^° 

T,  Moore 
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CCXLVI 

ELEGY  ON  THYRZA 

And  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  fair 

As  aught  of  mortal  birth  ; 
And  forms  so  soft  and  charms  so  rare 

Too  ?oon  return'd  to  Earth  ! 
Though  Earth  received  them  in  her  bed, 
And  o'er  the  spot  the  crowd  may  tread  ' 

In  carelessness  or  mirth. 
There  is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 
A  moment  on  that  grave  to  look. 

I  will  not  ask  where  Ihou  Host  low 

Nor  gaze  upon  the  spot ; 
There  flowe'-s  or  weeds  at  will  may  rrow 

So  I  behold  them  not : 
It  is  enough  for  me  to  prove 
That  what  I  loved,  and  long  must  Iovc» 

Like  common  earth  can  rot ; 
To  me  there  needs  no  stone  to  tell 
Tis  Nothing  that  I  loved  so  weli. 

Yet  did  I  love  thee  to  the  last. 

As  fervently  as  thou 
Who  didst  not  change  through  all  the  past 

And  canst  not  alter  now. 
The  love  where  Death  has  set  his  seal 
Nor  age  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal, 

iVor  falsehood  disavow  : 
And,  what  were  worse,  thou  canst  not  se*> 
Or  wrong,  or  change,  or  fault  in  me. 
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1  he  better  days  oflife  were  ours- 
The  worst  can  be  but  mine  •      ' 

The  sun  that  cheers,  the  storn  that  lours 
Sha  1  never  more  be  thine.  '"' 

1  envy  now  too  much  to  weei.  •     ' 
Nor  need  I  to  repine        ^  ' 

And  yet  It  were  a  grea  er  erief 
To  watch  it  witherhig,  leaf  by  leaf 
Than  see  it  pluci-'S'today  •         ' 

'    tiace  the  change  to  foul  from  fair 

I  know  not  if  I  could  have  borne 
To  see  thy  beauties  fade  • 

^^47it  that  follow'd  such  a  morn 
Had  worn  a  deeper  shade  • 

Thy  day  without  a^cloud  hath  past 
And  thou  wert  lovely  to  the  laS 

Extmguish'd,  not  decay'd       '' 
As  stars  that  shoot  along  the' skv 

^hmebnghtestastheyfanw'high 
As  once  I  wept,  if  I  could  ween 

^o  tJimk  I  was  not  near,  to  keen 

One  vigil  o'er  thy  bed.      ^'"^ 

tJ  f  f/'  .^'"''^  ^"^"^"7  .'  on  thy  face 

^rif '\"' u^*"  Jess  it  were  to  gain 
Though  thou  hast  left  me  frfe    ' 

Than^''*  ^h'"g«  that  still  remain 
i  han  thus  remember  thee  ! 


ours, 
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Fourth 

The  all  of  thine  that  cannot  die 
Through  dark  and  dread  Eternity 

Returns  again  to  me, 
And  more  thy  buried  love  endears 
Than  aught  except  its  living  years. 

Lord  Byron 


CCXLVII 

One  word  is  too  often  profaned 

For  me  to  profane  it, 
One  feeling  too  falsely  disdain'd 

For  thee  to  disdain  it. 
One  hope  is  too  like  despair 

For  prudence  to  smother, 
And  pity  from  thee  more  dear 

Than  that  from  another. 

I  can  give  not  what  men  call  love  ; 

But  v/ilt  thou  accept  not 
The  worship  the  heart  lifts  above 

Ai.d  the  Heavens  reject  not : 
The  desire  of  the  moth  for  the  star. 

Of  the  night  for  the  morrow. 
The  devotion  to  something  afar 

From  the  sphere  of  our  sorrow  ? 

P.  B.  Shelley 
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GATHERING  SONG  OF  DONALD   THE 
BLACK 

Pibroch  of  Donuil  Dhu 

Pibroch  of  Donuil 
Wake  thy  wild  voice  anew, 

Jiummon  Clan  Conuil. 


£aak 
Come  „,v.,j,_  ^^^^ 

Comet  ""''=^"">"'oS'. 
t-ome  n  j-oiu-  war-arrav 
f-emles  and  commoS 

S"-""?  hand  that  bJLil 
I-Mve,mlendo(I(he),cr,I 

Wide  waves  flir^  ^    V     • 

c^'r-'f'-Se?""" 
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A  wet  sheet  and  a  flowing  sea, 

A  wind  that  follows  fast 
And  fills  the  white  and  rustling  sail 

And  bends  the  gallant  mast ; 
And  bends  the  gallant  nia.>t,  my  boys, 

While  like  the  eagle  free 
Away  the  good  ship  flics,  and  leaves 

Old  England  on  the  Ice. 

O  for  a  soft  and  gentle  wind  ! 

I  heard  a  fair  one  cry  ; 
Kut  give  to  me  the  snoring  breeze 

And  white  waves  heaving  high  ; 
And  white  waves  heaving  high,  my  lads. 

The  good  ship  tight  and  free — 
The  world  of  waters  is  our  home. 

And  merry  men  are  we. 

There's  tempest  in  yon  horned  moon. 

And  lightning  in  yon  cloud  ; 
V>\\\.  hark  the  music,  mariners  ! 

The  wind  is  piping  loud  ; 
The  wind  is  piping  loud,  my  boys. 

The  lightning  flashes  free — 
While  the  hollow  oak  our  palace  is, 

Our  heritage  the  sea. 

A,   Cunningham 
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/  Ye  Mariners  of  England 
That  guard  our  native  seas  ! 
Whose  flag  has  braved,  a  thousand  years, 
The  battle  and  the  breeze  ! 
Your  glorious  standard  launch  again 
To  match  another  foe  : 
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And 


ages  loud  and 


And  th 


The 


e  the  batti 


stormy  winds  do 


bl 


ow. 


long 


Her  march  is  nt.\u        ^  ' 
And  ,ho:i%7fSK -<!■-«. 

^.   Campbell 
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BATTLE  OF  THE  BALTIC 

Of  Nelson  and  the  North 

Sing  the  glorious  day's  renown, 

When  to  battle  fierce  came  forth 

^^^^^^  might  of  Denmark's  crown 

And  her  arms  along  the  deep  proudly  shone  ; 

By  each  gun  the  lighted  brand 

in  a  hold  determined  hand, 

And  the  Prince  of  all  the  land 

Led  them  on. 

Like  leviathans  afloat 

Lay  their  bulwarks  on  the  brine  : 

While  the  sign  of  battle  flew 

On  the  lofty  British  line  • 

It  was  ten  of  April  morn  by  the  cl.ime : 

As  they  drifted  on  their  path 

There  was  silence  deep  as  death  • 

And  the  boldest  held  his  breath  ' 

For  a  time. 

But  the  might  of  England  flush'd 

1  o  anticipate  the  scene  ; 
And  her  van  the  fleeter  rush'd 
O'er  the  deadly  space  between. 

Hearts  of  oak  ! '  our  captains  cried,  when  each 
l^rom  its  adamantine  lips 
Spread  a  death-shade  round  the  ships. 
Like  the  hurricane  eclipse 
Of  the  sun. 

Again  !  again  !  again  ! 

And  the  havoc  did  not  slack, 

Till  a  feeble  cheer  the  Dane 

To  our  cheering  sent  us  back  ;— 

Their  shots  along  the  deep  slowly  boom  •— 

1  hen  ceased-— and  all  is  wail, 

As  they  strike  the  shatter'd  sail  : 

Or  m  conflagration  pale 

Light  the  gloom. 
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Out  spoke  the  victor  then 
As  he  hail'd  th 


And 


em  o'er  the  wave, 
c  are  brothers  !  ye  are  men  ! 


we  conquer  but  to  save  :— - 


o  peace  instead  of  death  let 


JJu    v., 1,1,  proud  foe,  thy  H 


us 


AVith  tl 


eet 


bring 


v>  un  tfie  crews,  at  England's  feet, 
And  make  submission  meet 
io  our  King.' 

Then  IXnmark  bless'd  our  chief 
1  hat  he  gave  her  wounds  repose  ; 

And  the  sounds  of  joy  and  grief 

Prom  her  people  wilclly  rose, 

As  death  withdrew  his  shades  from  the  dav  • 

While  the  sun  look'd  smiling  brig  t  ^  ' 

O  er  a  wide  and  woeful  sighT,      ^ 

Where  the  fires  of  funeral  light 

JJied  away,  '^ 

Now  joy,  old  England,  raise  1 
n'',LV"^"]Ss  of  thy  might, 
J  y  the  festal  cities'  blazeT 
Whilst  the  wine-cup  shines  in  light  • 

i;.et  us  think  of  them  that  sleeo 
i^  ull  many  a  fathom  deep 

JjsiS;,''^^--^  stormy  steep. 

Brave  hearts  !  to  Britain's  pride 
Once  so  faithful  and  so  true 

S^i^f/l'-'^^off^methatdikl, 
With  the  gallant  good  Riou  • 

WhiSt'v,;""^^'  of  Heaven  o'er  their  grave  ' 
While  the  billow  mournful  rolls  ^         ' 

And  the  mermaid's  song  condoles 

Sing,ng  glory  to  the  souls      " 

Of  the  brave.'         ^ 

^I    Camfbell 
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ODE  ro  DUTY 

Stern  Daughter  of  the  Voice  of  God  ! 
;^,puty!irtliat  name  thou  love 
Who  art  a  light  to  guide,  a  rod 
1  o  check  the  erring,  and  reprove  } 
1  hou  who  art  victory  and  hiw 
when  empty  terrors  overp-"  ; 
From  vain  temptations  :.y^^\  A-ee, 
And  calm  st  the  weary  sf.de  of  fnul  humanity  ! 

There  are  who  ask  not  SuCm^  eyf 
Jif  o"  them  ;  wlio,  in  love  -^^  tjiith 
Where  no  misgiving  is,  rcl 
Upon  the  genial  sense  of  youtli  • 
O  ad  hearts  !  without  reproach  or  blot. 

rv??-rV'y  '''°'''''  ''^"^^  ^^"0^  it  not  : 
Uh  !  If  through  confidence  misplaced 

cast      ^'''''"^ """"''  '^'^^'^  ^''''''''"  •'  ''"■"""'^  ^''^•" 

Serene  will  be  our  days  and  bright 
And  happy  will  our  nature  be 
U  hen  ioye  is  an  unerring  light. 
And  joy  Us  own  security: 
And  they  a  blissful  course  may  hold 
-ynnow   who   not  unwisely  bold, 
V  -r    "-' ,'"   ^^  SPI"'  of  lliis  creed  : 

^et  seek  thy  finn  support,  according  to  their  nerd. 

I,  loving  freedom,  and  untried, 

^o  sport  of  every  ra,Klom  gust, 
\  et  being  to  myself  a  guide, 

And  ^'A"^"yJ^^^^  '■^^Po^'-'cl  my  trust  : 
1  hy  timely  mandate    1  deferr'd 

Bu   th-fr  '   '"  '^'"°?^1^'^^-  ^^'^^ll<s  to  stray  ; 

iiut  thee  I  now  would  serve  more  strictly  if  I  „,ay 
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Or  strn^n  """  ^^^^^"^•b?nce  of  my  soul 
T  ;  '*'?."&  compunction  in  me  wroutjht 
I  supplicate  forthy  controul,  ^    ' 

iJut  in  the  quietness  of  thought  • 
Me  this  uncharter'd  freedom  tires  ; 
I  feel  the  weight  of  chance-desires  : 
My  hopes  no  more  must  change  their  namP  • 
I  long  for  a  repose  that  ever  is  the  same  ' 

1  he  Godhead's  most  benignant  grace  • 
Nor  know  we  anything  so  fair  ' 

As  IS  the  smile  upon  thy  face  : 
Flowers  laugh  before  thee  on  their  beds 
And  fragrance  in  thy  footing  treads  • 
And  r  ^""'K  "^'^'^'^^  '^^  Stars  from  wrong  • 

'  ^'LTstrg!"^  ''^^^^"•^'  ^^^-^^'^  -r*^-;  -e  ^-sh 

To  humbler  flmctions.  awful  Power  ! 

fjff"/,^^^=  I '"yself  commend 

Oh  1^/1^  ^""'f  "'^  ^^'^"^  ^his  hour  J 
Oh  let  my  weakness  hnve  an  end  ! 

Give  unto  me,  made  io^ly  wise, 

The  spirit  of  self-sacrifice  : 

1  he  confidence  of  reason  iive  • 

And  m  the  hght  of  truth  thy^liian  let  me  live. 

IV.  Wordszvorth 


CCLIII 

ON  THE  CASTLE  OF  CHILLON 
Eternal  Spirit  of  the  chainless  Mind  ' 
Fo?^h'''  f/'^jngeons,  Liberty  f  thou  art 
Th    I    '!  thy  habitation  is  the  hear?-      ' 

1  he  heart  which  love  of  Thee  abne  can  bind; 
And  when  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  consi^n'rl 

And  »Vee.,„i,  ZTlT.^^ ^t^^^f^;^,. 


o. 
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Chillon  !  thy  prison  is  a  holy  place 
And  thy  sad  floor  an  altar,  for  'twas  trod, 
Until  his  very  steps  have  left  a  trace 

Worn  as  if  thy  cold  pavement  were  a  sod, 
^y  Bonmvard  !  May  none  those  marks  efface  ! 
i^or  they  appeal  from  tyranny  to  God. 

Lord  Byron 
CCLIV 

ENGLAND  AND  SIVLTZEKLAND,  1802 

Two  Voices  are  there  ;  one  is  of  the  Sea, 
?n  Ll  ^  Mountains  ;  each  a  mighty  voice  : 
In  both  froni  age  to  age  thou  didst  rejoice, 
1  hey  were  thy  chosen  music.  Liberty  ! 

There  came  a  tyrant,  and  with  holy  glee 

Thou  fought'st  against  him,-but  hast  vainly  striven  • 

Where  not  a  torrent  murmurs  heard  by  thee. 

Th?!°?^  deep  bliss  thine  ear  hath  been  bereft ; 

For   hil'r"'  ,9/if  y?  *°  "^^^  ^hich  still  is  left- 
I- or,  high-soul'd  Maid,  what  sorrow  would  it  be 

That  Mountain  floods  should  thunder  as  before, 
And  Ocean  bellow  from  his  rocky  shore, 
And  neither  awful  Voice  be  heard  by  Thee  ! 

W.   Wordsworth 

CCLV 

ON  THE  EXTINCTION  OF  THE  VENETIA  V 
REPUBLIC. 

Amf  wi«^  f^^  ^'?^^  "^l  gorgeous  East  in  fee 
And  was  the  safeguard  of  the  West  ;  the  worth 
Of  Venice  did  not  fall  below  her  bii  h, 
Vemce,  the  eldest  child  of  Liberty 
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Siie  was  a  maiden  city,  bright  and  free  ; 
^o  guile  seduced,  no  force  could  violate  : 
And  when  she  took  unto  herself  a  mate, 
i>he  must  espouse  the  everlasting  Sea. 

And  what  if  she  had  seen  those  glories  fade, 

Wfch  M    '  ''^"''^u'  ^"^  ^^^^  strength  decay  - 
Vet  shall  some  tribute  of  regret  be  paid 

When  her  long  life  hath  reach'd  its  final  day  ■ 

Of  ^h^f^  T-'if""^  '""■'^^  Srieve  when  even  thi  shade 
Of  that  which  once  was  great  is  pass'd  away. 

IV.  Wordszvorfk 


CCLVI 

LONDON,  1802 

Fnf?""^-'  }  l""^"^  "°*  ^h^^h  way  I  must  look 

For  coni;ort,  being,  as  I  am,  opprest 

1  o  think  that  now  our  life  is  only  drest 

tor  show  ;  mean  handy-work  of  craftsman,  cook, 

^n'ffr""  -'-We  must  run  glittering  like  a  brook 
In  the  open  sunshine,  or  we  are  unblest : 
1  iie  wealthiest  man  among  us  is  the  best : 
i^o  grandeur  now  in  nature  or  in  book 

Delights  us.     Rapine,  avarice,  expense, 
1  his  is  Idolatry  ;  and  these  we  adore  : 
1  lam  living  and  high  thinking  are  no  more  : 
The  homely  beauty  of  the  good  old  cause 
Is  gone  ;  our  peace,  our  fearful  innocence, 
And  pure  religion  breathing  household  laws. 

IV.   Words7vorth 
CCI/"^II 

THE  SAME 

Milton  !  thou  shouldst  be  living  at  this  hour  • 
i^ng  and  hath  need  of  thee  ;  shI  is  a  fen         ' 
Of  stagnar  t  waters  :  altar,  sword,  and  pen. 
Fireside,  the  Heroic  wealth  of  hall  and  bower 


Fourth 

Have  forfeited  their  ancient  Enrrlish  flnwei- 
Of  mward  happiness.  We  are  s^e  fi  if  ^  "  • 
Oh  !  raise  us  up,  return  to  us  again  ;  ' 

And  give  us  manners,  virtue,  freedom,  power 

Pure.^lh     '''  T'^l  "^^""^^  '«""^l  ^'-^s  1  ke  the  sei 
Pure  as  the  naked  heavens,  majestic,  free  • 

In  cheerful  godliness  ;  and  yet  t'   -  hearT^ 
The  lowliest  duties  on  herself  did  I.iy. 

IV.   Wordsxvorth 
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CCLVIII 

SeaTnat^ions  ^hn"'  ^"  "^^^^^^^  ^'^''^t  ^as  tamed 
wu      "^"°"?  5  how  ennobling  thoughts  denart 
When  men  change  .^ords  for  ledgers   anffiert 
The  student's  bower  for  gold.-so'me  fS'  u^Smed 
I  had,  iny  Country  .'-am  I  to  be  blamed  ? 
Now,  when  I  think  of  thee,  and  whaUhou  art 
Xf  i^  '"  ^he  bottom  of  m;  heart  "  ^''' 

Of  those  unfihal  fears  I  am  ashamed. 

For  dearly  must  we  prize  thee  ;  we  who  find 

a"  ??l^  ^"^^^^^'^  ^^'  ^he  cause  of  men  . 
And  I  by  my  affection  was  beguiled  f    ' 

rmonrH?"^''  ^''^  ^'''''  "°^  ^"'^  then, 
FeS  ^^"^^"y  »^°vements  of  hi^  mind, 
r  eu  lor  thee  as  a  lover  or  a  child  ! 

^K    Wordsworth 

ecLix 

HOHENLINDEN 

On  Linden,  when  the  sun  was  low. 
All  bloodless  lay  the  untrodden  snow  • 

And  aark  as  winter  was  the  flow 
Of  Iser,  rolling  rapidly. 
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But  Linden  saw  anotlier  sight. 
\\her  .he  drum  beat  at  dead  of  niijht 
Co:nmand,ng  fires  of  death  to  light 
ihe  darkness  of  her  scenery 

Each  horseman  drew  his  battle  bladn 

And  furious  every  charger  neigh'd     ' 

To  jom  the  dreadful  revelry. 

Th'"  ^^'""uh  ^t^  ^"'^  ^^^th  thunder  riven  • 
Ihen  rush'd  the  steed,  to  battle  driven  ' 
And  louder  than  the  bolts  of  Heaven     ' 

Far  flash'd  the  led  artillery. 
But  redder  ;>.et  that  light  shall  glow 
On  I  indents  huis  of  stained  snmv^ 
And  oloodier  yet  the  torrent  flow 

^i  iser,  rolling    "   *v.:y. 

'Tis  morn  ;  but  scarce  yon  level  sun 
Can  p,.  rce  the  war-cloJds,  roll  ng  dun 
Where  rurious  Frank  and  fiery  H?m      ' 
Shout  :n  their  sulphurous  canopy. 
The  combat  deei>ens.     On,  ye  Brave 
Who  r.sh  to  glory,  or  the  grave  .' 

"^^1'  frh!  all  thy  baLer^  wave 
And  charge  with  all  thy  chivalry^ 

IZ'  ^^'"^  «^^^"  part,  where  many  meet ' 

Ind"::  t'f  >!"  '""t  --ding'sheet  ' 
%h  iV  t!    ^ beneath  their  feet 
Shall  be-    oUier's  sepulchre. 

^.  CatHpbell 

CCLX 

AFTER  BLENHEIM 

A   1\  ^V^f  ^-"-'s  work  was  done 

was  sitting  m  the  sun  ; 
And  by  him  sported  on  the  green 
His  little  grandchild  Wilhdmine! 


P'ourih 
She  saw  her  brother  Peterkin 

Whidi  he  beside  the  rivulet 

m  playing  there  had  found  ; 
He  came  to  ask  what  he  had  found 
That  was  so  large  and  smooth  and  round. 

^  w!^f' f '"'  f ""'^  ''  ^'■^'^  the  boy 

V\  ho  stood  expectant  by  • 
And  then  the  old  man  shook  his  head 
^   And  with  a  natural  sigh  ' 

'  lloZ\S:t"  ''"?^>  ^^""''  '^-^  he, 
>vuo  leii  in  the  great  victory. 

'I  find  them  in  the  garden,  ^ 

And  often  when  I  go  to  plough 
The  ploughshare  turns  them  out 

For  many  thousand  men,' said  he 
^^'■^^J'^^n  in  that  great  victory' 

•  Now  tell  us  what 'twa,  all  about ' 
Young  Peterkin  he  cries;  ' 

Wi^'^'  ^VjJhelmine  look's  up 
With  wonder-waiting  eyes  • 
'Now  tell  us  all  about  the  war 
And  what  they  fought  each  o?hei.  foi, ' 

'It  was  the  English,' Kaspar  cried 
.,,„^^ho  put  the  French  to  rout 

^"^^^^Ji  they  fought  each  otherVor 

I  could  not  well  make  out. 

S^L^f^y  body  said,' quoth  he. 

Ihat  twas  a  famous  victory. 

'^^^?^£^f^'y«»  at  Blenheim  then, 

y  on  little  stream  hard  by  • 
They  burnt  his  dwelling  to  the  ground 

And  he  was  forced  to  fly  •      ^  ' 
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And  many  a  chikling  mother  then 

And  newborn  baby  died  • 
But  thmgs  like  that,  you  know,  musi  U 
At  eve/y  famous  victory 


sight 


*  '^hey  jay  it  was  a  shockin. 

After  the  field  was  won  • 
i"or  many  thousand  bodies' here 

J^ay  rolling  in  the  su!: 

]^y,  l^f  a  /ery  wicked  thincr  . ' 
oaidli.uleWilhelmine; 
^  f^i^y  .  .  nay  .  .  my  little  girl,'  quoth  he 
it  was  a  famous  victory.  4"otn  ne, 

'  Whny^-^  ^°^'y  praised  the  Duke- 
,pW,^°  this  great  fight  did  win.' 

But  what  good  came  of  it  at  last  -^ ' 

Quoth  little  Peterkin  ;  - 

\Vhy  that  I  cannot  tell,' said  he, 
But  twas  a  famous  victory.' 

Ji.  Sottihcv 


cci.xr 
PJiO  PATRTA  MORI. 


Fourth 


With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  my  eariiest  love  • 
Every  thought  of  my  reason  was  thiie I  ' 

J  n  my  last  humble  prayer  to  the  Spirit  above 

Oh  .  il"^'  ''^u"  ^  '"^"g'^^  with  mine  ! 
Uh!  blest  are  the  lovers  and  friends  who  shall  live 
he  days  of  thy  glory  to  see  ;  ^^^^ 

Is'the^lSn'^'fTl!'  ^!f¥"g  that  Heaven  can  ^ive 
is  the  pride  of  thus  dymg  for  thee. 

T.  Moore 

CCLXII 

THE  BURIAL  OF  SIR  JOHN  MOORE 
AT  CORUNNA 

^aAI'"""  '"'"'  ^'l''^'  "°^  '^  ^""^eral  note, 
As  his  corpse  to  the  rampart  we  hurried  • 

N(>^  a  soldier  discharged  his  farewell  shot  ' 
U  er  the  grave  where  our  hero  we  buried 

^^,^""ef  him  darkly  at  dead  of  ni^rht 

Bv  tt  t?  '  ^f"  ^"'  "^^yon^i^  turnings  / 
Vn^  fi'"F''"S  moonbeam's  misty  light 
And  the  lantern  dimly  burning. 

No  useless  coffin  enclosed  his  bi^east, 
Bu^hl ,"  '^m''  ^'  '"  shroud  we  wound  him  • 
w^l  u^  ^'^^  ^  '^^'■"^r  taking  his  rest        ' 
With  his  martial  cloak  aroun'd  him     ' 

Few  and  short  were  the  prayers  we  siid 
And  we  spoke  not  a  worcl  of  sorrow  ' 

That  the^foe  ^and  the  .tranger  (vSuId  t'read  o'er  his 

And  we  far  away  on  the  billow  ' 
^Ind^oS'  '"f.  °^u^^^  ^^^"^  that's  gone 

B^£i;e^r-!::!?t:ff?^^ti;„ 

la  tiie  grave  where  a  Briton  has  laid  Kii;," 
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V\  hen  the  clock  struck  the  hour  for  retiring 
Ihat  the  foe  was  sullenly  firing. 

^^7riV?^^  T^Jl  r  >^"'  him  down, 

W.  o       i'^  fieW  of  his  fame  fresh  and  gory 

But  we  left  h,m  alone  with  his  glory 

C.    PVo/fe 

CCLXIII 

^//W^  Z^^  THE  OLD  HUNTSMAN 

In  the  sweet  shire  of  Cardigan, 
Aot  far  from  pleasant  Ivor  Hall, 
An  old  man  dwells,  a  little  man,- 
1  is  said  he  once  was  tall. 
\  "II  five-and-thirty  years  he  lived 
A  running  huntsman  merry  ; 

And  still  the  centre  of  his  cheek 
■IS  red  as  a  ripe  cherry. 

I  he  halloo  of  Simon  Lee 

For  hf  K^'"!,"^  ''-'^y'  h^  ^^"le  cared 
i^^or  husbandry  or  tillage  : 
To  blither  tasks  did  Simon  rouse 
Ihe  sleepers  of  the  village. 

Could  eave  both  man  and  hors^  behind  : 

A  n/ f-n^  f"'^  ."^^^  «^«"e-blind. 

A  f    t  •  ^[  V^.^'^^  something  in  the  world 
At  which  his  heart  rejoicel : 

H/d"!  ?  ^^  ''''J"'"^  ^^«""d«  '-ire  out, 
He  dearly  loves  their  voices. 
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l?ut  oh  the  heavy  change  ! — bereft 

Of  heahh,  strength,  friends  and  kindred,  see  • 

Old  Simon  to  the  world  is  left 

In  livened  poverty  : — 

His  master's  dead,  and  no  one  now 

Dwells  in  the  Hall  of  Ivor  ; 

Men,  dogs,  and  horses,  all  are  dead  ; 

He  is  the  sole  survivor. 

And  he  is  lean  and  he  is  sick, 

His  body,  dwindled  and  awry. 

Rests  upon  ankles  swoln  and  thick  ; 

His  legs  are  thin  and  dry. 

One  prop  he  has,  and  only  one,— 

His  wife,  an  aged  woman. 

Lives  with  him,  near  the  waterfall, 

Upon  the  village  common. 

Beside  their  moss-grown  hut  of  clai*. 
Not  twenty  paces  from  the  door, 
A  scrap  of  land  they  have,  but  they 
Are  poorest  of  the  poor. 
This  scrap  of  land  he  from  the  heath 
Jinclosed  when  he  was  stronger  ; 
But  what  to  them  avails  the  land 
Which  he  can  till  no  longer  ? 

Oft,  working  by  her  husband's  side, 
Kuth  does  what  Simon  cannot  do  ; 
For  she,  with  scanty  cause  for  pride 
Is  stouter  of  the  two. 
And,  though  you  with  your  utmost  skill 
fJ!;?"?.^''^'^^"'"  could  not  wean  them, 

lis  little,  very  little,  all 
That  they  can  do  between  them. 

Few  months  of  life  has  he  in  store 
As  he  to  you  will  tell. 
For  still,  the  more  he  works,  the  more 
Uo  his  weak  ankles  swell 
My  gentle  Reader,  I  perceive 
How  patiently  you've  waited. 
And  now  I  fear  that  you  expect 
Some  tale  will  be  related. 
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'p^Z'S^^- osee 

[o  unearth  the  WoVnroi;r;''^ 
A  stump  of  rotten  wood         '''''^' 
The  mattock  totter'd  in  l,is  hmd  • 

H«     '^  J''f''°'oftheoldtree 
He  maght  have  work'd  for  ever 

Andatth'ewold^^ 

Recervcdn^yproffe'r'cut   ^^''^ 
1  struck,  and  with  a  single  blow 

And  vain,,  L^-i:,';tSr'°''8 
They  never  would  have  done.       ' 

n".  Words7uorth 
CCLXIV  • 

rar  old  famiuar  faces 

All.  all  are  gone,  the  t\  fa:i„i"g/^'>°<"-''ays  i 


J'ourih 


I  have  been  laughing,  I  have  been  carousintr. 
Bnnking  late,  sitting  late,  with  my  l>osoni  aonies 
AJI,  all  are  gone,  tiie  old  familiar  fat 
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I  loved  a  Love  once,  fan-cst  among  women  : 

C  osed  are  her  doors  on  me,  I  must  not  see  her^ 

All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  faces. 

I  have  a  friend,  a  kinder  friend  has  no  man  : 
I.Ike  an  mgrate,  I  left  my  friend  abruptly  ; 
Left  hnn,  to  muse  on  the  old  familiar  fac'es. 

Srii''^  -i''^'-T'^  '""t"^^  ^^^  ^^""^«  of  my  childhood, 
Lai  h  seem  d  a  desert  I  was  bound  to  tra4rse. 
beekmg  to  find  the  old  familiar  faces. 

iMiend  of  my  bosom,  thou  more  than  a  brother, 
Why  wert  not  thou  born  in  my  father's  dwelling^ 
So  might  we  talk  of  the  old  familiar  f.ces, 

Howjome  they  have  died,  and  some  they  have  left 

And  some  are  taken  from  me  ;  all  are  departed  ; 
All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  faces. 

C.  Lamb 


cci.xv 
THE  JOURNEY  ONWARDS 

low  our  ship  her  foamy  track 
^>gaiii>t  the  wind  was  cleaving 
Her  trembling  pennant  still  look'd  back 

1  o  that  dear  isle  'twas  leaving 
bo  loth  we  part  from  all  we  love 

From  all  the  links  that  bind  us  ; 
bo  turn  our  hearts,  as  on  we  rove, 

1  o  those  we've  left  behind  us  ! 

^^W?M'r"'^i^'  ^°^^'  "f  ^•••^■"^^fi'cl  years 
\Ve  talk  with  joyous  seeming— 

With  smiles  that  might  as  well  be  tears, 

so  raint,  so  sad  their  beaming  ; 
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,   And  nouL'ht  but  Ini  /;        '' .""''  »«'. 
We  (hink  ho»  R  "a,  hi.  'l,"""""'«  • 

3ptS -X^- -e  ■ 
^o  K  oom  hn(h  r,       i'"^'^'>"re  s  day 

Of  joy  .ha,-,trr;ihtri"^ 

CCLXVf 


>'<^^7y/  ^,vy^    .^^^ 


i.-lf' betase"™"'  °f  <>-■'  -  gone,  ere  y„,,h 
^la^S.^"-  *'*'  «oa.  above  ,he  wreck  of 
^e  ;nT;„:,°:rr^t^tSe1f""'r"=-"  "f  «-s  : 

^O^Sore.owHich.h        ^^  ^'°"'^'"'"'^'" 

^'retch  again         """  *'>■"'<'  «il  shall  never 
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Then 
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comers!,  ^"''""■"  "'  "■'  """  "^^'  ''-"•  i-lf 
I.  cannot  feel  for  other,'  woe.,  i,  ,,.re  no,  drea.n  it, 

That^J^eavy  eWll  ha.,  frozen  o'er  the  fountain  ofonr 
'^"''iee°;^iL°  '■'"'  ""'''  ''''••'*'"  ^""'  ■'■»  «l>"^-  'I"-- 
■'■'"ttr-StKrett"    '"'"    ""'■"'  "'"'   """  """" 

''■'T?™e'r"i;o;;«'"f?ei?''' ""  ^'='"  "•>  --  *™ 
^"Kfh''t'h'erbe: '"""" "™'  ™=^''  -"  •""*'* 

So  midst  the  wither'fl  ui«t..  r.f  i;f     ^u 

ilow  to  me  I  ''^''  ^^"'^'  ^^^^'"'^  wo»W 

Lord  Byron 
CCLXVII 

^■3?  LESSON 

Thn^i'  •''  1^^ r7"''  '^"  ^^^«^'-  Celandine, 
AndM  "fi  "1  ^''''  "^'"y  '"°'*-'  ^'-O'"  cold  and  rain 

B;],ttt^rrhii2r';;:^«"aSf'-  ' 

?n"cfr,iSeller.ra^^rat^S^  ' 

But  lately,  one  rough  day,  this  Flower  I  past 
And  recognized  it,  though  an  alter'd  form      ' 
Now  standme  forth  an  off:  n.ig  fc  the  bS 
And  butteted  at  will  by  rair  and  storm        ' 
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^n7^h    '"/I  '"■*''.  ''''^'  inIy-,„utterM  voice 

But  Its  necessity  in  being  old.  ' 

*  1  lie  sunshine  may  not  cheer  it   n,^.•  ♦!,      i 
It  cannot  help  itseff  in  its  dSay';""  -'"'  ^'^'"  ' 
Jjtiffin  Its  members,  wither'd,  changed  of  hue  ' 
And   m  my  spleen,  I  smiled  that  itlas  gra^'  "~ 

JV,   JVordszvortk 
CCLXVIII 

PAST  AND  PRESENT 

I  remember,  I  remember 

rhe  house  where  l  was  born, 

Ihe  httle  window  where  the'suii 

Came  peepmg  in  at  morn  ; 

He  never  came  a  wink  too  soon 

iNor  brought  too  long  a  day  ; 

But  now,  I  often  wish  the  night 

Had  borne  my  breath  away. 

I  remember,  I  remember 

The  roses,  red  and  white. 

The  violets,  and  the  lily-cuixs— 

Those  flowers  made  of  light  ! 

The  lilacs  where  the  robin  built, 

And  where  my  brother  set 

The  laburnum  on  his  birth-d-iy  — 

The  tree  is  living  yet  !  ' 

I  remember,  I  remember 

Where  I  was  used  to  swing, 

And  thought  the  air  must  rush  as  fresh 

1  o  swallows  on  the  wing  • 

My  spirit  flew  in  feathers  then 

That  is  so  heavy  now. 

And  summer  pools  could  hardly  cool 

1  he  fever  on  my  brow. 
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T  remember,  I  remember 

The  fir  trees  dark  and  liigh  ; 

I  used  to  think  their  slender  tops 

Were  close  against  the  sky  : 

It  was  a  childish  ignorance, 

But  now  'tis  little  joy 

To  know  I'm  farther  off  from  Heaven 

Than  when  I  was  a  boy, 

T.  Hood 

CCLXIX 

7JIE  LIGHT  OF  OTHER  DA  VS 

Oft  in  the  stilly  night 

Ere  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 
Fond  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me  : 
The  smiles,  the  tears 
Of  boyhood's  years, 
The  words  of  love  then  spoken  ; 
The  eyes  that  shone, 
Now  dimm'd  and  gone. 
The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken  ! 
Thus  in  the  stilly  night 

Ere  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me. 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends  so  link'd  together 
I've  seen  around  me  fall 

Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather, 
I  feel  like  one 
Who  treads  alone 
Some  banquet -hall  deserted, 
Whose  lights  are  fled 
Whose  garlands  dead. 
And  all  but  he  departed  ! 
Thus  in  the  stilly  night 

Ere  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 
Sad  Memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

T.  Aloore 
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i  CCLXX 

STANZAS  WRITTEN  IN  DEJECTION 

NEAR  NAPLES 
The  sun  is  warm,  the  sky  is  clear, 
Ihe  waves  are  dancing  fast  and  bnVht, 
Jilue  isles  and  snowy  mountains  wear 
1  he  purple  noon's  transparent  mieht  • 
J  he  breath  of  the  moist  earth  is  light 
Around  its  unexpanded  buds  ; 
Like  many  a  voice  of  one  delight— 
The  wmds'   the  birds',  the  ocean-floods'- 
Ihe  city  s  voice  itself  is  soft  like  Solitude's. 
Jxr^^  ^^^«  deep's  untrampled  floor 
With  green  and  purple  sea-weeds  strown  : 
1  see  the  waves  upon  the  shore 
Like  light  dissolved  in  star-showers  thrown  • 
T  sit  upon  the  sands  alone  ; 
The  lightning  of  the  noon-tide  ocean 
Is  flashing  round  me,  and  a  tone 
Arises  from  its  measured  motion- 
How  sweet  !  did  any  heart  now  share  in  my  emotion. 
Alas  !  I  have  nor  hope  nor  health, 
Nor  peace  within  nor  calm  around 
Nor  that  content,  surpassing  wealth. 
Ihe  sage  in  meditation  found. 
And  walk'd  with  inward  glory  crown'd— 
Nor  fame,  nor  power,  nor  love,  nor  leisure  ; 
Uthers  I  see  whom  these  surround— 
Smiling  they  live,  and  call  life  pleasure  • 
lo  me  that  cup  has  been  dealt  in  another  measure, 
let  now  despair  itself  is  mild 
Even  as  the  winds  and  waters  are  • 
I  could  lie  down  like  a  tired  child,' 
And  weep  away  the  life  of  care 
Which  I  have  borne,  and  yet  must  bear,- 
1  111  death  like  sleep  might  steal  on  me, 
And  I  might  feel  m  the  warm  air 
My  cheek  grow  cold,  and  hear  the  sea 
Breathe  o  er  my  dying  brain  it.  ;ast  monotony. 

/*.  B.  Shelley 
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CCLXXI 

THE  SCHOLAR 

,    My  days  among  the  Dead  are  past ; 
Around  me  I  behold,  * 
Where'er  these  casual  eyes  are  cast, 
The  mighty  minds  of  old  : 
My  never- failing  friends  are  they, 
With  whom  I  converse  day  by  day. 

With  them  I  take  delight  in  weal 

And  seek  relief  in  woe  ; 

And  while  I  understand  and  feel 

Flow  much  to  them  I  owe, 

My  cheeks  have  often  been  bedew'd 

With  tears  of  thoughtful  gratitude. 

My  thoughts  are  with  the  Dead  ;  with  them 

I  live  in  long-past  years, 

Their  virtues  love,  their  faults  condemn, 

Partake  their  hopes  and  fears, 

And  from  their  lessons  seek  and  find 

Instruction  with  an  humble  mind. 

My  hopes  are  with  the  Dead  ;  anon 
My  place  with  them  will  be, 
And  I  with  them  shall  travel  on 
Through  all  Futurity  ; 
Yet  leaving  here  a  name,  I  trust, 
That  will  not  perish  in  the  dust. 

R.   Sotfthey 
CCLXXII 

THE  MERMAID  TAVERN 

Souls  of  Poets  dead  and  gone, 
What  Elysium  have  ye  known, 
Happy  field  or  mossy  cavern, 
Choicer  than  the  Mermaid  Tavern  ? 
Have  ye  tippled  drink  more  fine 
Than  mine  host's  Canary  wine  .'* 
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Or  are  fruits  of  Paradise 
Sweeter  than  those  dainty  pies 
Of  venison?  O  generous  fo?d  ! 
l^rest  as  though  bold  Robin  Hood 
Would   with  his  Maid  Marian 
Sup  and  bowse  from  horn  and'can. 
I  have  heard  that  on  a  day 

Mmehost^s  sign-board  flew  Lay 
Nobody  knew  whither,  till  ^ 
An  astrologer's  old  quill 

i^.A^'^^^^'^^'^  g^^e  the  story, 
baid  he  saw  you  in  your  glory 
Underneath  a  new-old  sien 
Sipping  beverage  divine, 
Th.  1^    '^''?S  with  contented  smack 
The  Mermaid  in  the  Zodiac. 

wL?l',°^-^°^^'  ^^^d  and  gone, 
^  hat  Llysmm  have  ye  known 

I?appy  field  or  moss/caverr' 
Choicer  than  the  Mermaid  Tavern  ? 


CCLXXIII 

THE  PRTDE  OF  YOUTH 

^'°"d„¥a'sie  is  in  the  wood, 

Walking  so  early ; 
Sweet  Robin  sits  on  the  bush. 

Ringing  so  rarely. 

'  \t}. '"®'  ^^°"  bonny  bird. 
When  shall  I  marry  me  ?  ' 
—  When  SIX  braw  gentlemen 
Kirkward  shall  carry  ye.' 

•Who  makes  the  bridal  bed, 
oirdie,  say  truly?' 

'"'.rP^^^ffy-'^'^^^^^  sexton 
That  delves  the  grave  duly 


Fourth 

'  ^o\^  glowworm  o'er  grave  and  stone 

Jshall  light  thee  steady ; 
The  owl  from  the  steeple  sing 

Welcome,  proud  lady. ' 

Sir  W.  Scott 
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CCLXXIV 

THE  BRIDGE  OF  SIGHS 

One  more  Unfortunate 
Weary  of  breath 
Rashly  importunate, 
Gone  to  her  death  ! 
Take  her  up  tenderly, 
Lift  her  with  care  ; 
Fashion'd  so  slenderly, 
Young,  and  so  fair  ! 

Look  at  her  garments 
Clinging  like  cerements  ; 
Whilst  the  wave  constantly 
Drips  from  her  clothing  ; 
Take  her  up  instantly. 
Loving,  not  loathing. 

Touch  her  not  scornfully  ; 
Think  of  her  mournfully. 
Gently  and  humanly  ; 
Not  of  the  stains  of  her— 
All  that  remains  of  her 
Now  is  pure  womanly. 

Make  no  deep  scrutiny 
Into  her  mutiny 
Rash  and  undutiful : 
Past  all  dishonour, 
Death  ha&  left  on  h°r 
Only  the  beautiful. 

Still,  for  all  slips  of  hers, 
One  of  Eve's  family- 
Wipe  those  poor  lips  of  her;? 
Oozing  so  clammily. 
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Loop  up  her  tresses 
Escaped  from  the  comb, 
Her  fair  auburn  tresses  ; 
Whilst  wonderment  guesses 
Where  was  her  home  ? 

Who  was  her  father? 
Who  was  her  mother  ? 
^ad  she  a  sister  ? 
Had  she  a  brother  ? 

^till,  and  a  nearer  one 
i^et,  than  all  other  ? 

Alas!  for  the  rarity 
Of  Christian  charity 
Under  the  sun  J 
Oh  !  it  was  pitiful  \ 
J^ear  a  whole  city  full 
(  Home  she  had  none.   ' 

Sisterly,  brotherly, 
fatherly,  motherly 
f  eehngs  had  changed  • 
Love,  by  harsh  evklen;e. 
Thrown  from  its  eminence  ; 
Jven  God's  providence 
deeming  estranged. 

Where  the  lamps  quiver 
^o  far  in  the  river 
With  !nnny  a  light 
From  window  and  casement 
From  garret  to  basemen^    ' 
^he  stood,  with  amazement 
Houseless  by  night.  ' 

The  bleak  wind  of  March 
Made  her  tremble  and  shiver 
But  not-the  dark  arch, 

Or  the  black  flowing  river: 
War!  from  life's  history 


Pourtk 

Glad  to  death's  mystery 
Swift  to  be  hurl'd— 
Any  where,  any  where 
Out  of  the  world  ! 

In  she  plunged  boldly, 
No  matter  how  coldly 
The  rough  river  ran, — 
Over  the  brink  of  it, 
Picture  it— think  of  it, 
Dissolute  Man ! 
Lave  in  it,  drink  of  it, 
Then,  if  you  can  ! 

Take  her  up  tenderly, 
Lift  her  with  care  ; 
Fashion'd  so  slenderly, 
Young,  and  so  fair  ! 

Ere  her  limbs  frigidly 
Stiffen  too  rigidly, 
Decently,  kindly. 
Smooth  and  compose  them, 
And  her  eyes,  close  them, 
Stanng  so  blindly  ! 

Dreadfully  staring 
Thro'  muddy  impurity. 
As  when  with  the  daring 
Last  look  of  despairing 
Fix'd  on  futurity. 

Perishing  gloomily, 
Spurr'd  by  contumely, 
Cold  inhumanity; 
Burning  insanity, 
Into  her  rest. 

—Cross  her  hands  humbly 
As  if  praying  dumbly, 
Over  her  breast ! 

Owning"  her  weakness, 
Her  evil  behaviour. 
And  leaving,  with  meekness. 
Her  sms  to  her  Saviour 
T,  Hood 
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i  CCLXXV 

ELEGY 
On  f"^*^h'd,f way  in  beauty's  bloom  ! 

But  on'fh   f   ri!',r  P°"^erous  tomb  ; 
;But  on  thy  turf  shall  roses  rear 

1  heir  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year 
And  the  wild  cypress  wave  in  tende'r  gloom  • 
And  oft  by  yon  blue  gushing  stream 
A  ^  r  °/"7'^  ^^^"  ^^'  drooping  head 
And  feed  deep  thought  with  mtny  a  dream 
vtf"  ^'"gt""g  P'-^use  and  lightly  tread  ' 

1-ond  wretch  !   as  if  her  step ^distLb'd  the  dead  ! 
Away  !  we  know  that  tears  are  vain 
That  Death  nor  heeds  nor  hears  dlSk^ss  ■ 
\V  111  this  unteach  us  to  complain  ?  ' 

A    !^f  ke  one  mourner  weep  the  less  > 
And  thou,  who  tell'st  me  to  forgef  " 
Ihy  loo|<s  are  wan,  thine  eyes  are  wet. 

Lord  Byron 

CCLXXVI 

HESTER 

When  maidens  such  as  Hester  die 
1  heir  place  ye  may  not  well  supply, 
1  hough  ye  among  a  thousand  try 

With  vain  endeavour. 
A  month  or  more  hath  she  been  dead 
Yet  cannot  I  by  force  be  led  ' 

1  o  think  upon  the  wormy  bed 

And  her  together. 
A  springy  motion  in  her  gait. 
A  rising  step,  did  indicate 
Uf  pride  and  joy  no  common  rate 

That  .''/ish'd  her  spirit  • 
;  ™ow  not  by  what  name  beside 

I  shall  It  call  rif'twas  not  pride. 
It  was  a  joy  to  that  allied 

She  did  inherit. 


Fourth 

Uru-  ?^^^".'^  ^^^^  ^he  Quaker  rule, 
Which  doth  tb«  human  feeling  cool  : 
But  she  was  ...   .  'd  in  Nature^  school, 

Nature  had  blest  her. 
A  waking  eye,  a  prying  mind, 
A  heart  that  stirs,  is  hard  to  bind  ; 
A  hawk  s  keen  sight  ye  cannot  blind, 

Ye  could  not  Hester. 

My  sprightly  neighbour  !  gone  before 
1  o  that  unknown  and  silent  shore, 
bhall  we  not  meet,  as  heretofore 
■ixri.      /•  ^°"^e  summer  morning— 
When  from  thy  cheerful  eyes  a  ray 
Hath  struck  a  bliss  upon  the  day, 
A  bliss  that  would  not  go  away, 
A  sweet  fore-warning  ? 

C.  Lamb 


CCLXXVII 

TO  MARY 

If  I  had  thought  thou  couldst  have  died 
1  might  not  weep  for  thee  ;  ' 

Hut  I  forgot,  when  by  thy  side. 
That  thou  couldst  mortal  be  : 

It  never  through  my  mind  had  past 
1  he  time  would  e'er  be  o'er 

A  °i^  ^^^^  ^^^"^^^  ^°°k  "ly  last. 

And  thou  shouldst  smile  no  more  ! 

And  still  upon  that  face  I  look. 
And  think  'twill  smile  again  : 

And  still  the  thought  I  will  not  brook 
1  hat  I  must 'look  in  vain  • 
"^iu"  ^  speak— thou  dost  not  say 
What  thou  ne'er  left'st  unsaid  : 

And  now  I  feel,  as  well  I  may, 
oweet  Mary  .'  thou  art  dead ! 
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't   rii     •V"*''^"^ ''^"  serene— 
I  still  might  press  thy  silent  heart, 

And  where  thy  smiles  have  been 
While  e'en  thy  chifl.  bleak  corse  I  have 

T?nf  ^i^"^  r?""^^^  s'^''  mine  own  •  ' 

But  thrre  I  lay  thee  in  thy  rravc-1 

And  I  am  now  alone  J   ' 
I  do  not  think,  where'er  thou  art, 
And  t     ""  ^''  for^rotten  me  ;      ' 
And  r  perhaps,  may  soothe  this  heart. 
V.f  fl    thinking  too  of  thee  : 

.       Of  I'ght  ne'er  seen  before. 
-   ^f^ncy  never  could  have  dra^n, 
And  never  can  restore  ! 

C.    Wolfe 
CCLXXVIll 

i        »  CORONACH 

M'He  is  gone  on  the  mountain, 
He  is  lost  to  the  forest, 
wif  summer-dried  fountain. 
When  our  need  was  the  sorest. 


'It.^  c     1  ""^  ^^^  '"6  soresi 

u.elont  reappearing 

,    i'rom  the  raindrops  shall  burr 
..«.  to  us  comes  no  cheering. 

io  Duncan  no  morrow  I 
Tile  hand  of  the  reaper 

Rnf  ?^'  t^e  ears  that  are  hoary, 
But  the  voice  of  the  weeper     ^ 

Wails  manhood  in  gloiy 
^™/»mn  winds  rushing 

Waft  the  leaves  that  are  searesl 

Bt^  our  flower  was  in  flushing 
When  blighting  was  nearest. 

Fleet  foot  on  the  correi 

Sage  counsel  in  cumber, 
i^ed  hand  m  the  foray, 

How  sound  is  thy  slumber  I 


ow, 


Fourth 

Like  the  dew  on  the  mountain, 
Like  the  foam  on  the  river, 

Like  the  bubble  on  the  fountain, 
Thou  art  gone  ;  and  for  ever  ! 
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CCLXXIX 

r/I£  DEATH  BED 

We  watch'd  her  breathing  thro'  the  nig'it. 

Her  breathing  soft  ;uid  low, 
As  in  her  breast  the  wave  of  life 

Kept  heaving  to  and  fro. 

So  silently  w.  seem'd  to  speak, 

So  slowly  moved  ibout. 
As  we  had  lent  her  half  our  powers 

To  eke  her  living  out. 

Our  very  hopes  belied  our  fears. 

Our  fears  our  hopes  belied— 
We  thought  her  dying  when  she  slept, 

And  sleeping  when  she  died. 

For  when  the  morn  came  dim  and  sad 

And  chill  with  early  showers. 
Her  quiet  eyelids  closed— she  had 

Another  morn  than  ours. 

T,  Hood 


CCLXXX 

AGNES 

I  saw  her  in  childhood— 

A  bright,  gentle  thing. 
Like  the  dawn  of  the  morn. 

Or  the  dews  of  the  spring 
The  daisies  and  hare-bells 

Tier  playmates  all  day  ; 
Herself  as  light-hearted 

And  artless  as  they. 
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I  saw  her  again — 

A  fair  girl  of  eighteen, 
l<resh  glittering  with  graces 

Of  mind  and  of  mien. 
Her  speech  was  all  music  ; 

Like  moonlight  she  shone  ; 
1  he  envy  of  many, 

The  glory  of  one. 

Years,  years  fleeted  over— 

I  stood  at  her  foot : 
'^^^.bud  had  grown  blossom, 

yno.  blossom  was  fruit. 
A  dignified  mother, 

Her  infant  she  bore  ; 
And  look'd,  I  thought,  fairer 

1  nan  ever  before. 

I  saw  her  once  more — 

'Twas  the  day  that  she  died  ; 
Heaven  s  light  was  around  her. 

And  God  at  her  side  ; 
No  wants  to  distress  her, 

No  fears  to  appal — 
O  then,  I  felt,  then 

She  was  fairest  of  all ! 

H.  F.  LyU 


CCLXXXI 

ROSABELLE 

O  listen,  listen,  ladies  gay  ! 

No  haughty  feat  of  arms  I  tell  • 
boft  is  the  note,  and  sad  the  lay 

That  mourns  the  lovely  Rosabelle. 

'Moor,  moor  the  barge,  ye  gallant  crew  ! 

Anrt,  gentle  ladye,  deign  to  stay  ! 
Rest  thee  in  Castle  Ravensheuch, 

Nor  tempt  the  stormy  firth  to-day 


Fourth 

'  The  blackening  wave  is  edged  with  white  : 
ro  inch  and  rock  the  sea-mews  fly ; 

The  fishers  have  heard  the  Water-Sprite, 
Whose  screams  forebode  that  wreck  is  nigh. 

'  Last  night  the  gifted  Seer  did  view 
A  wet  shroud  swathed  round  ladye  gay ; 

^hen  stay  thee,  Fair,  in  Ravensheuch  ; 
Why  cross  the  gloomy  firth  to-day? ' 

'  'Tis  not  because  Lord  Lindesay's  heir 
To-night  at  Roslin  leads  the  ball. 

But  that  my  ladye-mother  there 
Sits  lonely  in  her  castle-hall. 

*  Tis  not  because  the  ring  they  ride, 
And  Lindesay  at  the  ring  rides  well, 

But  that  my  sire  the  wine  will  chide 
If 'tis  not  fill'd  by  Rosabelle.' 

—O'er  Roslin  all  that  dreary  night 
A  wondrous  blaze  was  seen  to  gleam  ; 

Twas  broader  than  the  watch-fire's  light, 
And  redder  than  the  bright  moonbeam. 

It  glared  on  Roslin's  castled  rock. 
It  ruddied  all  the  copse-wood  glen  ; 

Twas  seen  from  Dryden's  groves  of  oak, 
And  seen  from  cavern'd  Hawthornden. 

Seem'd  all  on  fire  that  chapel  proud 
Where  Roslin's  chiefs  uncoffin'd  lie. 

Each  Baron,  for  a  sable  shroud. 
Sheathed  in  his  iron  panoply. 

Seem'd  all  on  fire  within,  around, 

Deep  sacristy  and  altar's  pale  ; 
Shone  every  pillar  foliage-bound, 

And  glimmer'd  alMhe  dead  men's  mail. 

Blazed  battlement  and  pinnet  high, 
Blazed  every  rose-carved  buttress  fair  - 

bo  still  they  blaze,  when  fate  is  nigh 
The  lordly  line  of  high  Saint  Clair. 
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feach  one  .^  a"va*,f  rhtfaT"^  ^ 
But  the  sea  holds  lovely  RosaWIe 

^WUhtafdt'^^h'bn^"")''"'"^. 
But  the  sea  ea;er™„^°'''/"u''  "'*  knell ; 

The  dirge'SfTo  "l^kSabel""'"  "'""^  -"^ 


CCLXXXII 

O^  AN  INFANT  DYINC  ^^  ^n^.r 

^r/A^G  AS  SOON  AS  BQA'N 

I  saw  where  in  the  shroud  did  lurk 
A  SoT'/'^'""  °^  Nature's  work 
A  flow  ret  crushed  in  the  bud,  ' 

Was£w'^'!?f°^^^byhood, 
Was  in  her  cradJe-cofiin  lying  • 

i  clear  h,°'  T  \"  ')-='  ""  "put 
FoMhe'  lonTdS  'ne.'"  ="-''^'"  "P  =>"" 
Through  g,£i*f-Sr'°"= 

w5i£j;f«d"hrbXr-^ 

ChecWr''i,''^!;'Nati.re  blind 

ffi*ho",s'?hy";s"/i4°jf  r*'"«^  --"■<■) 
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Limbs  so  fair,  they  might  supply 

(Themselves  now  but  cold  imagery) 

The  sculptor  to  make  Beauty  by. 

Or  did  the  stern-eyed  Fate  descry 

That  babe  or  mother,  one  must  die  ; 

So  in  mercy  left  the  stock 

And  cut  the  branch  ;  to  save  the  shock 

Of  young  years  widow'd,  and  the  pain 

When  Single  State  comes  back  again 

To  the  lone  man  who,  reft  of  wife. 

Thenceforward  drags  a  maimed  life  ? 

The  economy  of  Heaven  is  dark. 

And  wisest  clerks  have  miss'd  the  mark 

Why  human  buds,  like  this,  should  fall. 

More  brief  than  fly  ephemeral 

That  has  his  day  ;  while  shrivell'd  crones 

Stiffen  with  age  to  stocks  and  stones  ; 

And  crabbed  use  the  conscience  sears 

In  sinners  of  an  hundred  years. 

— Mother's  prattle,  mother's  kiss. 

Baby  fond,  thou  ne'er  wilt  miss  : 

Rites,  which  custom  does  impose. 

Silver  bells,  and  baby  clothes  ; 

Coral  redder  than  those  lips 

Which  pale  death  did  late  eclipse  ; 

Music  framed  for  infants'  glee-, 

Whistle  never  tuned  for  thee  j 

Though  thou  want'st  not,  thou  shalt  have  them, 

Loving  hearts  were  they  which  gave  them. 

Let  not  one  be  missing ;  nurse, 

See  them  laid  upon  the  hearse 

Of  infant  slain  by  doom  perverse. 

Why  should  kings  and  nobles  have 

Pictured  trophies  to  their  grave, 

And  we,  churls,  to  thee  deny 

Thy  pretty  toys  with  thee  to  He — 

A  more  harmless  vanity  ? 

C.  Lamb 
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<  cci.xxxrir 

IN  MEMORIAM 

A  child's  a  plaything  for  an  hour  ; 

Its  pretty  tricks  we  try 
For  that  or  for  a  longer  space, - 

1  hen  tire,  and  lay  it  by. 
I^ut  I  knew  one  that  to  itself 
Tu      ^^^'''^"s  could  control ; 
That  would  have  mock'd  the  sense  of  pain 

Uut  of  a  grieved  soul.  * 

Thou  straggler  into  loving  arms, 
wJ^""?^/^''"^^'"  "P  of  knees, 

T?     r°/S'*  *^y  ^'^""sand  ways 
Then  life  and  all  shall  cease  ! 

M.  Lat)ih 

CCT,XXXIV 

THE.  AFFLICTION  OF  MARGAREI^ 

wtl!  ^"}  /^"'  "^y  ^^^°^^^1  Son. 
Oh  fin/     ^^''"'  '^^'■'^  to  "^e  than  dead  ? 
Oh  find  me,  prosperous  or  undone  ! 
Ur  If  the  grave  be  now  thy  bed, 

Why  am  I  Ignorant  of  the  same 
I  hat  I  may  rest  ;  and  neither  blame 
Nor  sorrow  may  attend  thy  name T 

l^o  tidings  of  an  only  child— 

And  W  ^f  P^^'-'d'  have  hoped,  believed. 
And  been  for  evermore  beguiled  —  ' 

I  cS'^f  th"^^^  ^^°;\^*^  °f-'y  bliss  ! 
1  catch  at  them,  and  then  I  miss  • 

Was  ever  darkness  like  to  thTs? 

An  object  beauteous  to  behold  • 

Jngenuous,  innocent,  and  bold  : 
Ac  v.'Tu  "'"^^  that  wanted  grace 
As  hath  been  said,  they  were  not  base  • 
And  never  blush  was  on  my  face  ' 


Fourth 

Ah  !  little  doth  the  young-one  dream 
When  full  of  play  and  childish  cares, 
What  power  is  in  his  wildest  scream 
Heard  by  his  mother  unawares  ! 
He  knows  it  not,  he  cannot  guess  ; 
Years  to  a  mother  bring  distress  ; 
But  do  not  make  her  love  the  less. 

Neglect  me  !  no,  I  suffer 'd  long 
From  that  ill  thought ;  and  being  blind 
Said  *  Pride  shall  help  me  in  my  wrong  : 
Kind  mother  have  I  been,  as  kind 
As  ever  breathed  : '  and  that  is  true  ; 
I  ve  wet  my  path  with  tears  like  dew', 
Weeping  ior  him  when  no  one  knew.' 

My  Son,  if  thou  be  humbled,  poor, 
Hopeless  of  honour  and  of  gain, 
Oh  !  do  not  dread  thy  mother's  door ; 
Think  not  of  me  with  grief  and  pain  :' 
1  now  can  see  with  better  eyes  ; 
And  worldly  grandeur  I  despise 
And  fortune  with  her  gifts  and  lies. 

Alas  !  the  fowls  of  heaven  have  wings. 
And  blasts  of  heaven  will  aid  their  flig'ht  ; 
They  mount— how  short  a  voyage  brings  ' 
The  wander-rs  back  to  their  delight ! 
Chains  tie  us  down  by  land  and  sea  ; 
And  wishes,  vain  as  mine,  may  be 
All  that  is  left  to  comfort  thee. 

Perhaps  some  dungeon  hears  thee  groan 
Maim  d,  mangled  by  inhuman  men  ; 
Or  thou  upon  a  desert  thrown 
Inheritest  the  lion's  den  ; 
Or  hast  been  summon'd  to  the  deep 
Thou,  thou,  and  all  thy  mates,  to  keep 
An  incommunicabfe  sleep. 

I  look  for  ghosts  :  but  none  will  force 
Their  way  to  me  ;  'tis  falsely  said 
That  there  was  ever  intercourse 
lietween  the  living  and  the  dead  j 
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For  surely  then  I  should  have  sight 
Of  him  I  wait  for  day  and  night 
With  love  and  longings  infinite. 

My  apprehensions  come  in  crowds  • 
1  dread  the  rustling  of  the  grass  :    ' 
1  he  very  shadows  of  the  clouds 
Have  power  to  shake  me  as  they  pass  • 
I  question  things,  and  do  not  find    ' '  ' 
One  that  will  answer  to  my  mind  : 
And  all  the  world  appears  unkind. 

Beyond  participation  lie 
My  troubles,  and  beyond  relief- 
It  any  chance  to  heave  a  sigh 
1  hey  pity  me,  and  not  my  grief. 

Son.';  ?T^  *°  i"^'  '"y  ''^""'  °^  send 
home  tidings  that  my  woes  may  end  ' 

I  have  no  other  earthly  friend. 

^  IV.    ]Vords7vorth 

cci.xxxv 

HUNTING  SONG 

Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay. 
On  the  mountain  dawns  the  day  ; 
All  the  jolly  chase  is  here 
With  hawk  and  horse  and  hunting-spear  • 
Hounds  are  m  their  couples  yelling  ' 

Hawks  are  whistling,  horns  are  knelling 
Merrily  mernly  mingle  they,  ^' 

Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay.' 

Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay, 
The  mist  has  left  the  mountain  gray 
Springlets  in  the  dawn  are  steaming,' 
Diamonds  on  the  brake  are  gleaming ; 
And  foresters  have  busy  been 
To  track  the  buck  in  thicket  green  • 
fow,  we  come  to  chant  our  lay        ' 
Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay  ' 
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Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay, 
To  the  greenwood  haste  away  ; 
We  can  show  you  where  he  lies, 
Fleet  of  foot  and  tall  of  size  ; 
We  can  show  the  marks  he  made 
When  gainst  the  oak  his  antlers  fray'd  : 
Y  ou  shall  see  him  brought  to  bay : 
Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay.' 
Louder,  louder  chant  the  lay 
Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay  ! 
Tell  them  youth  and  mirth  and  glee 
Kun  a  course  as  well  as  we  ; 
Time,  stern  huntsman  !  who  can  baulk 
Stanch  as  hound  and  fleet  as  hawk  ;     ' 
1  hmk  of  this,  and  rise  with  day, 
C-entle  lords  and  ladies  gay  ! 

Sif  IV.  Scott 

'CCLXXXVI 

ro  THE  SKYLARK 


Vl% 


tthereal  minstrel  !  pilgrim  of  the  sky  ! 
Dost  thou  despise  the  earth  where  cares  abound? 
Or  while  the  wings  aspire,  are  heart  and  eye 
JUoth  with  thy  nest  upon  the  dewy  ground  ? 
Thy  nest  which  thou  canst  drop  into  at  will 
Those  quivering  wings  composed,  that  music  still  I 
To  the  last  point  of  vision,  and  beyond  t 
Mount,  daring  warbler  !— that  love-profited  strain 
--  1  wixt  thee  and  thine  a  never-failing>id— 
Thrills  not  the  less  the  bosom  of  the  plam^ 
\  et  might'st  thou  seem,  proud  priviregeJ^to  sine 
All  independent  of  the  leafy  Spring. 
Leave  to  the  nightingale  her  shady  wood  : 
A  privacy  of  glorious  light  is  thine, 
Whence  thou  dost  pour  upon  the  worid  a  flood 
Of  harmony,  with  instinct  more  divine  ; 
lype  of  the  wise,  who  soar,  but  never  roam— 
irue  to  the  kmdred  points  of  Heaven  and  Home. 

W,   Wordsworth 
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CC1.XXXVII 

TO  A  SKYLARK 
Hail  to  thee,  blithe  Spirit  I 

Bird  thou  never  wert, 
That  from  heaven,  or  near  it 
Pourest  thy  full  heart 
m  profuse  strains  of  unpremeditated  art. 
tligher  still  and  higher 

From  the  earth  thou  springest. 
J-ike  a  cloud  of  fire, 

The  blue  deep  thou  wingest. 
And  smgmg  still  dost  soar,  ani'soaring  ever  singest. 
In  the  golden  lightning 

Of  the  sunken  sun 
Oer  which  clouds  are  brightening, 
Thou  dost  float  and  run, 
Like  an  unbodied  joy  whose  race  is  just  begun. 
The  pa^e  purple  even 

Melts  around  thy  flight ; 
Like  a  star  of  heaven 
In  the  broad  daylight 
Thou  art  unseen,  but  yet  I  hear  thy  shrill  delight  : 
Keen  as  are  the  arrows 
Of  that  silver  sphere. 
Whose  intense  lamp  narrows 
^"^  the  white  dawn  clear 
Until  we  hardly  see,  we  feel  that  it  is  there. 
All  the  earth  and  air 

With  thy  voice  is  loud. 
As,  when  night  is  bare. 
From  one  lonely  cloud 

'"°°SowU   °"'  *"''  ^'''"''  '"^  ^^^^^"  ^«  over- 

What  thou  art  we  know  not : 

What  is  most  like  thee  ? 
From  rainbow  clouds  there  flow  not 
Urops  so  bright  to  see 
As  from  thy  presence  showers  a  rain  of  melody  ;_ 


Fourth  j»- 

Like  ca  poet  hidden 

In  the  light  of  thought, 
Hinging  hymns  unbidden, 
Till  the  world  is  wrought 
To  sympathy  with  hopes  and  fer.rs  it  heeded  not : 

Like  a  high-born  maiden 

In  a  palace  tower, 
Soothing  her  love-laden 
Soul  in  secret  hour 
With  music  sweet  as  love,  which  overflows  her  bower  : 

Like  a  glow-worm  golden 

In  a  dell  of  dew, 
Scattering  unbeholden 

Its  aerial  hue 

Among  the  flowers  and  grass,  which  screen  it  from 
the  view  : 

Like  a  rose  embower'd 

In  its  own  green  leaves. 
By  warm  winds  deflower'd, 
Till  the  scent  it  gives 
Makes  faint  whh  too  much  sweet  these  heavy-winged 

Sound  of  vernal  showers 

On  the  twinkling  grass, 
Rain-awaken'd  flowers, 

All  that  ever  was 
Joyous,  and  clear,  and  fresh,  thy  music  doth  surpass. 

Teach  us,  sprite  or  bird. 

What  sweet  thoughts  are  thine  : 
I  have  never  heard 

Praise  of  love  or  wine 
That  panted  forth  a  flood  of  rapture  ,c  divine, 

Chorus  hymeneal 

Or  triumphal  chaunt 
Match'd  with  thine,  would  be  all 

But  an  empty  vaunt— 
A  thing  wherein  we  feel  there  is  some  hidden  want. 
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m-u   h'.'nnl  7T''  "'■  '""""tains? 

What  love  of  Sn/^  '''^,"''  ''''-^'"^ 

iove_of  thme  own  kind?  what  ignorance  of 

With  thy  clear  keen  joyance 

languor  cannot  be  ; 
bhadow  of  annoyance 

Never  came  near  thee  : 

^houlovest;  but  ne'er  knew  love's  sad  satiety. 
Waking  or  asleep 

Thou  of  death  must  deem 
Tilings  more  true  and  deep 

Ihan  we  mortals  dream 

^^^ '7k  before  and  after. 

And  pme  for  what  is  not  • 
Our  smcerest  laughter 

On.-  .  ^^';"'«°'ne  pain  is  fraught  • 
Oui    sweetest   sonrrs  am   iUrT    J 

though?  ^°''  '^^'^'  ^^"  °f  saddest 

Vet  if  we  could  scorn 
Hate,  and  pride,  and  fear  : 

T.        ^ottoshedatear, 

I  W  not  how  thy  joy  we  ever  should  come  near. 

nr'J^^"}  ^"  measures 
Of  delightful  sound, 
Better  than  all  treasures 

ThyskUHoioe'^^ere'Th'""'' 

/  P°'' ^^•^^'  thou  scorner  of  the  ground ' 

That";^  ^K^^''^'-^  ^^^^"'^^^ 
Ihat  thy  brain  must  know, 

buch  harmonious  madness 
ru^        }'?"^,  "'y  ^ips  would  flow 

The  world  should  listen  then,. as' I. nili.     • 

'  '^^  ^  am  iistening  now  f 
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ccLxxxviir 

THE  GREEN  LINNET 

Beneath  these  fruit-tree  boughs  that  shed 
Their  snow-white  blossoms  on  my  head, 
With  brightest  sunshine  round  me  spread 
Of  Spring's  unclouded  weather, 
In  this  sequester'd  nook  how  sweet 
To  sit  upon  my  orchard-seat ! 
And  flowers  and  birds  once  more  to  greet 
My  last  year's  friends  together. 

One  have  I  mark'd,  the  happiest  guest 
In  all  this  covert  of  the  blest : 
Hail  to  Thee,  far  above  the  rest 
In  joy  of  voice  and  pinion  ! 
Thou,  Linnet  I  in  thy  green  array 
Presiding  Spirit  here  to-day 
Dost  lead  the  revels  of  the  May  ; 
And  this  is  thy  dominion. 

While  birds,  and  butterflies,  and  flowers, 
Make  all  one  band  of  paramours. 
Thou,  ranging  up  and  down  the  bowers, 
Art  sole  in  thy  employment ; 
A  Life,  a  Presence  like  the  air. 
Scattering  thy  gladness  without  care. 
Too  blest  with  any  one  to  pair  ; 
Thyself  thy  own  enjoyment. 

Amid  yon  tuft  of  hazel  trees 
That  twinkle  to  the  gusty  breeze. 
Behold  him  perch'd  in  ecstasies 
Yet  seeming  still  to  hover  ; 
There  !  where  the  flutter  of  his  winrs 
Upon  his  back  and  body  flings 
Shadows  and  sunny  glimmerings, 
That  cover  him  all  over. 

My  dazzled  sight  he  oft  deceives— 
A  brother  of  the  dancing  leaves  ; 
Then  flits,  and  from  the  cottage-eaves 
Pours  forth  his  song  in  gushes  ; 
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As  if  by  that  exulting  strain 

He  mock  d  and  treatfd  wi  h  disdain 

Wiizle  fluttering  in  the  bushes.       ^  ' 
^^    Wordsivorih 


CCLXXXIX 

0  blithe  new-comer  !  I  have  hearrl 

1  hear  thee  and  rejoice  :  ^'^' 
O  Cuckoo  !  shall  I  call  thee  Bird 
Or  but  a  wandering  Voice  ?  * 

While  I  am  lying  on  the  grass 
Thy  twofold  shout  I  hear- 
From  hill  to  hill  it  seems  \o  pass 
At  once  far  off  and  near.       ^      ' 

Though  babbling  only  to  the  vale 

Ofsunshme  and  of  flowers, 

1  hou  bnngest  unto  me  a  tale 
Uf  visionary  hours. 

i^^\^^^\  "le  look  a  thousand  wavs 
In  bush,  and  tree,  and  sky.  ^^ 

,f°  «eek  thee  did  I  often  rove 

J  hrough  woods  and  on  the  green  • 

^,?,f;^°",rftstillahope,alove'- 
Still  long'd  for,  never  seen  !  ' 

And  I  can  listen  to  thee  yet  • 
t.an  he  upon  the  plain 
And  listen,  till  I  do  beget 
i  hat  golden  time  again 


Fourth 

O  blessed  Bird  !  the  earth  we  pace 
Again  appears  to  be 
An  unsubstantial,  faery  place, 
That  is  fit  home  for  Thee  ! 

W,  WordsTvorth 
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ODE  TO  A  NIGHTINGALE 

My  heart  aches,  and  a  drowsy  numbness  pains 

My  sense,  as  though  of  hemlock  I  had  drunk, 
Or  emptied  some  dull  opiate  to  the  drains 

One  minute  past,  and  Lethe-wards  had  sunk  : 
'Tis  not  through  envy  of  thy  happy  lot. 
But  being  too  happy  in  thine  Happiness, — 
That  thou,  light -winged  Dryad  of  t'     '.rees. 
In  some  melodious  plot 
Of  beechen  green,  and  shadows  numberless, 
Singest  of  summer  in  full-throated  ease. 

O,  for  a  draught  of  vintage  !  that  hath  been 

Cool'd  a  long  age  in  the  deep-delved  earth. 
Tasting  of  Flora  and  the  country  green. 

Dance,  and  Proven9al  song,  and  sunburnt  mirth  I 
O  for  a  beaker  full  of  the  warm  South, 

Full  of  the  true,  the  blushful  Hippocrene, 
With  beaded  bubbles  winking  at  the  brim, 
And  purple-stained  mouth ; 
That  I  might  drink,  and  leave  the  world  unseen, 

And  with  thee  fade  away  into  the  forest  dim  : 

Fade  far  away,  dissolve,  and  quite  forget 

What  thou  among  the  leaves  hast  never  known, 
The  weariness,  the  fever,  and  the  fret 

Here,  where  men  sit  and  hear  each  other  groan  ; 
Where  palsy  shakes  a  Jew,  sad,  last  gray  hairs, 
Where  youth  grows  pale,  and  spectre-thin,  and  dies 
Where  but  to  think  is  to  be  full  of  sorrow 
And  leaden-eyed  despairs ; 
Where  Beauty  cannot  keep  her  lustrous  eyes, 
Or  «ew  Love  pine  at  them  beyond  to-morrow. 
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ways.  ^'""'"s   and  winding  mossy 

Wherewith  Sese'soS  S-^^each  sweel      ' 
Ihe  g„ss,  the  thicket  a^rf'!."?"'.''  ^^ows 
White  hawthorn  anrffl  ^  fraiWree  wild  • 
F-t  fading  vSleT/covtr'^Sttl*'^"""^ ' 

^,  To  take  ii.to  the  air  mvT^^'""^^^  rhy'"^, 
Now  more  than  etrc  ^  "^^'^^  ^^eath  ; 

To  cease  upon  the  'S"?  I  "*^^  *«  d^ 

Perhaps  the  %&\Lr,Z^  ^     J  ^"^  clown  ; 

home,  '^'^'^  ^*  I<uth,  when,  sick  for 
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She  stood  in  tears  amid  the  alien  corn  ; 
^    The  same  that  oft-times  hath 
Charm'd  magic  casements,  opening  on  the  foam 
Of  perilous  seas,  in  faery  lands  forlorn. 

Forlorn  !  the  very  word  is  like  a  bell 

To  toll  me  back  from  thee  to  my  sole  self! 
Adieu  !  the  fancy  cannot  cheat  so  well 
As  she  is  famed  to  do,  deceiving  elf. 
Acheu  !  adieu  I  thy  plaintive  anthem  fades 
Past  the  near  meadows,  over  the  still  stream, 
Up  the  hill-side  j  and  now  'tis  buried  deep 
In  the  next  valley-glades  : 
Was  It  a  vision,  or  a  waking  dream  ? 
Fled  is  that  music  :— Do  I  wake  or  sleep  ? 

/.  Keats 
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UPON  WESTMINSTER  BRIDGE, 
SEPT.  3,  1802 

Earth  has  not  anything  to  show  more  fair : 
Dull  would  he  be  of  soul  who  could  pass  by 
A  sight  so  touching  in  its  majesty  : 
This  City  now  doth  like  a  garment  wear 

The  beauty  of  the  morning  :  silent,  bare, 
Ships,  towers,  domes,  theatres,  and  temples  lie 
Open  unto  the  fields,  and  to  the  sky,— 
All  bright  and  glittering  in  the  smokeless  air. 

Never  did  sun  more  beautifully  steep 

In  his  first  splendour  valley,  rock,  or  hill  • 

Ne'er  saw  I,  never  felt,  a  calm  so  deep  !  ' 

The  river  glideth  at  his  own  sweet  will  : 
Dear  God  !  the  very  houses  seem  asleep  ; 
And  all  that  mighty  heart  is  lying  still  ! 

W.    Wordsworth 
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Of  wavy  grass,  and  reads  a  debS 
And  ge„.le  ,ale  of  ,„ve  and  langrsLen,  > 

That  falls  through  the  clear  etfer  silemly. 
\  /•   Keats 


ccxcrir 
OZYMANDIAS  OF  EGYPT 

Half  sunk,  a  sSuer'd  viSL^L"  wV''  ?"'« 
And  wrinkled  Jin  and  sneefnf  S7     '^  ^'°^" 
Tell  that  its  sculptor  well  thnf      "^  command 

The  lone  and  level  sands  s?"^ih  for  ata^' 


Fourth 


283 


CCXCIV 

COMPOSED  AT  NEIDPATH  CASTLE,   THE 
PROPERTY  OF  LORD  QUEENSBERRY,  " 

1803 

Degenerate  Douglas  !  oh,  the  unworthy  lord  ! 
Whom  mere  despite  of  heart  could  so  far  please 
And  love  of  havoc,  (for  with  such  disease 
Fame  taxes  him,)  that  he  could  send  forth  word 

To  level  with  the  dust  a  noble  horde, 

A  brotherhood  of  venerable  trees, 

Leaving  an  ancient  dome,  and  towers  like  these, 

Beggar  d  and  outraged  !— Many  hearts  deplored 

The  fate  of  those  old  trees ;  and  oft  with  pain 

The  traveller  at  this  day  will  stop  and  gaze 

On  wrongs,  which  Nature  scarcely  seems  to  heed  ; 

For  shelter'd  places,  bosoms,  nooks,  and  bays, 
And  the  pure  mountains,  and  the  gentle  Tweed, 
And  the  green  silent  pastures,  yet  remain. 

W.    Wordsivorih 
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TBE  BEECH  TREE'S  PETITION 

O  leave  this  barren  spot  to  me  ! 
Spare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  tree  ! 
Though  bush  or  floweret  never  grow 
My  dark  unwarming  shade  below  ; 
Nor  summer  bud  perfume  the  dew 
Of  rosy  blush,  or  yellow  hue  ; 
Nor  fruits  of  autumn,, blossom-born, 
My  green  and  glossy  leaves  adorn  ; 
Nor  murmuring  tribes  from  me  derive 
Th'  ambrosial  amber  of  the  hive  ; 
Yet  leave  this  barren  spot  to  me  : 
Spare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  tree  ! 
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And  mL|  a  win  fv  w  „,?  f"'"  S'^"  ! 

And  on  my  tmS.''^-'^^^'''^  '"^^e, 
First  hr^lf^  J^     of  gentle  sound. 

'Vare,  woodman,  spare  the  beechen  tree  I 

^   Cufupbell 

'  ccxcvi 

Hath  stirr'd  thee  deSl "  ."'=.g"?''lian  nook 

I.^  own  s^an  ;i?:5;^i,S';  ■'-;»,";.  '>™»'<. 

The  very  flower,  are  sacred  to  the  Poor 

On  which  it  .ho„,d  htsiirivS^s  ^:,tX . 
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TO  THE  HIGHLAND  GIRL  OF 
INVERSNEYDE 

Sweet  Highland  Girl,  a  very  shower 

Of  beauty  is  thy  earthly  dower  ! 

Twice  seven  consenting  years  have  shed 

Their  utmost  bounty  on  thy  head  : 

And  these  gray  rocks,  that  household  lawn, 

I  hose  trees— a  veil  just  half  withdrawn, 
This  fall  of  water  that  doth  make 
A  murmur  near  the  silent  lake. 
This  little  bay,  a  quiet  road 
That  holds  in  shelter  thy  abode  ; 
In  truth  together  ye  do  seem 
Like  something  fashion'd  in  a  dream  ; 
Such  forms  as  from  their  covert  peep 
When  earthly  cares  are  laid  asleep  ! 
But  O  fair  Creature  !  in  the  light 
Of  common  day,  so  heavenly  bright, 
I  bless  Thee,  Vision  as  thou  art, 
I  bless  thee  with  a  human  heart : 
God  shield  thee  to  thy  latest  years  ! 
Thee  neither  know  I  nor  thy  peers  : 
And  yet  my  eyes  are  fiU'd  with  tears. 

^yith  earnest  feeling  I  shall  pray 
For  thee  when  I  am  far  away  ; 
For  never  saw  I  mien  or  face 
In  vjrhich  more  plainly  I  could  trace 
Benignity  and  home-bred  sense 
Ripening  in  perfect  innocence. 
Here  scatter'd,  like  a  random  seed. 
Remote  from  men.  Thou  dost  not  need 
The  embarrass'd  look  of  shy  distress. 
And  maidenly  shamefticedness  : 
Thou  wear'st  upon  thy  forehead  clear 
The  freedom  of  a  Mountaineer  : 
A  face  with  gladness  overspread  ; 
Soft  smiles,  by  human  kindness  bred ; 
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y    "<ive  j^  not  unmoved  in  minrf 

t,  ^"epnercl,  thoii  a  shepherdess!  i 

Jioie  like  a  grave  reality  : 
Sr/rt,'?  me  but  as  aVave 

Now  thanks  to  Heaven  t  ^u„,    t  >. 
Hath  led  ,ne  to ""1:"^;  place  !''  ''"" 
Joy  have  I  had  ;  and  going^hence 
I  bear  away  my  recompence 
I;i  spots  like  these  it  is^we  pri2e 
Our  Memory,  feel  that  she  hath  eyes  • 

I^eelt'Ii^^'^^^^^^^^^^l^tostirr- 
i  feel  this  place  was  made  for  her  • 
To  give  new  pleasure  like  the  past 
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Fourth 

As  fair  before  me  shall  behold 
As  I  do  now,  the  cabin  small, 
The  lake,  the  bay,  the  waterfall ; 
And  Thee,  the  Spirit  of  them  all  ! 

W.    IVoniswort/i 
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THE  REAPER 

Behold  her,  single  in  the  field, 
Yon  solitary  Highland  Lass  ! 
Reaping  and  singing  by  herself ; 
Stop  here,  or  gently  pass  ! 
Alone  she  cuts  and  binds  the  grain, 
And  sings  a  melancholy  strain  ; 
O  listen  !  for  the  vale  profound 
Is  overflowing  with  the  sound. 

No  nightingale  did  ever  chaunt 
More  welcome  notes  to  weary  bands 
Of  travellers  in  some  shady  haunt. 
Among  Arabian  sands  : 
A  voice  so  thrilling  ne'er  was  heard 
In  spring-time  from  the  cuckoo-bird, 
Breaking  the  silence  of  the  seas 
Among  the  farthest  Hebrides. 

Will  no  one  tell  me  what  she  sings  ? 
Perhaps  the  plaintive  numbers  flow 
For  old,  unhappy,  far-off  things, 
And  battles  long  ago  : 
Or  is  it  some  more  humble  lay, 
Familiar  matter  of  to-day  ? 
Some  natural  sorrow,  loss,  or  pain, 
That  has  been,  and  may  be  again  ! 

Whate'er  the  theme,  the  maiden  sang 
As  if  her  song  could  have  no  ending  ; 
I  saw  her  singing  at  her  work, 
And  o'er  the  sickle  bending  ; — 
I  listen'd,  motionless  and  still ; 
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^nd,  as  I  mounted  up  the  hill 

^hemijsicinmyheartlborc 
'     ^°"e  '-^ft^r  it  was  heard  no  more. 

^    IVordsivorth 
CCXCIX 

THE  KEVBKIE  OF  POOK  SUSAN 
years  :  ^     °"'''  ''  '^^s  s»ng  for  three 

And  a  single  amall  cottage,  a  Slit";  a     "■. '""'' ' 
The  one  only  dwelling  ol  ^a'thtiui:  it^f ' 

Je  'fs^an-d-t-iirtV:  SiiTd?,-  ■'r  i"^^  '-•=. 

The  stream  will  nnf  fl,^^./      i  ^     ,  t"*^  **hade  ; 
And  .he  colon^  Lie" aTpS'id't!;;'.:"'  H^  I^JS  , 

'^    JVoi'cis-ivori/i 
ccc 

Ariel  to  Miranda:- Take 

This  slave  of  music,  for  the  sake 

ALrMran'ttt-e^,*-- 

And,  too  mtense,  is  turn'd  to  pain. 


orth 


AN 

t  appears, 
;  for  three 

heard 
d. 

She  sees 

glide, 
apsidc, 

lale 
,  pail ; 
s. 


^y  fade, 

rise, 
eyes  ! 


Fourth 

For  by  permission  and  command 
.    thme  own  Prince  Ferdinand. 
1  oor  Ariel  sends  this  silent  token 
,     ut  more  than  ever  can  be  spoken  • 
>  our  guardian  spirit,  Ariel,  who    ' 
I- rom  life  to  life  must  still  pursue 
Your  happiness,  for  thus  alone 
C;an  Ariel  ever  find  his  own. 
^rom  Prospero's  enchanted  ceil, 
As  the  mighty  verses  tell, 
1  p  the  throne  of  Naples  he 
Lit  you  o'er  the  trackless  sea, 
l-litting  on,  your  prow  before, 
J -ike  a  living  meteor. 
When  you  die,  the  silent  Moon 
Jn  her  mterlunar  swoon 
Is  not  sadder  in  her  cell 

Than  deserted  Ariel  : 

When  you  live  again  on  earth, 

Like  an  unseen  Star  of  birth 

;^"^.' g»ifles  you  o'er  the  sea 

)J^  life  from  your  nativity  :— 

Many  changes  have  been  run 

Since  Ferdinand  and  you  begun 

Your  course  of  love,  and  Ariel  still 

was  track  d  your  steps  and  served  your  will 

Now  m  humbler,  happier  lot,         ^ 

1  nis  IS  all  remember'd  not ; 

And  now   alas  !  the  poor  Sprite  is 

Impnson'd  for  some  fault  of  his 

In  a  body  like  a  grave— 

From  you  he  only  dares  to  crave, 

^or  his  service  and  his  sorrow 

A  smile  to  day,  a  song  to  morrow. 

The  artist  who  this  idol  wrought 
i^,w?°  all  harmonious  thought, 
I^ell  d  a  tree,  while  oh  the  steep 
1  he  woods  were  in  their  winter  sleep. 
Kock  d  in  that  repose  divine 
On  the  wind-swept  Apennine  ; 
Anc.  dreaming,  some  of  Autumn  past, 
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And  :^ '  u  1  """'•T  '1  ■""'>•  '"'"<•■-■ 

^\nK\  ail  o     'ovo  "    And  t:#>  (U:    , 

/  >i    .,  *-  •    •fiiHi  so  this  lrpf>  

h   hat  such -,Mr  death  may  be '1 
n-c..l  m  sleep,  and  fdl  ...  fain, 
To  live  in  happier  f<,rm  again  : 
^  om  which,  beneath  heaven's  fairest  st.r 
i  he  artis    wrought  this  loved  C 'u itar  •       ' 
And  tauKhf  it  justly  to  reply         •'"'  ' 
loan  who  question  skilfully 
In  language  gentle  as  thine  own  ; 
Whispering  .nenamour'd  tone 
Sweet  oracles  of  woods  and dells 

Of  ti      I  '^'*  ^'■''"'■"^  ''»"  harmonies 

An,   ,L    ''''  ''"'  ^'^'^  mountains, 
And  the  many-voiced  fountains  ; 

1  he  clearest  echoes  of  the  hills 

llK^  s'oftest  notes  of  falling  r  lis 

The  melodies  of  birds  and  bees 

^hemarmuring  of  summer  scS. 

Thnf  ell      ^^^"^ng  ;  and  it  knew 
wS  f"''  ".'"•heard  mysterio,  ,  sound 
Whic  ,   driven  on  its  diurnal  roTnd 
As  ,t  floats  through  boundles   dav 

To  fhnl      't'^"0W3'  but  will  not  tell 

tL  ^   •*'-r^u°  "''^"""^  question  well 

rhe  Spirit  that  inhabits  it ; 

it  talks  according  to  the  wit 

Ot  Its  companions  ;  and  no  more 

Lv  th'n?  '^f  ^^^  ^'^"^^  f^J^  before 
By  those  who  tempt  it  to  betray 

jlatte   hands  of  perfect  skill, 
I   keeps  Its  highest  holiest  tone 

I^oi  our  beloved  Friend  alone 

-^'   Ji.  Shelley 
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THE  DAFFODii^s 

I  vvancki'd  lonely  as  a  cloud 
I  hat  noais  on  high  o'er  vales  and  hills. 
\V  hen  a'l  at  once  I  saw  a  crowd 
A  host  of  golden  daftbdils,  ' 

J5e,sKle  the  lake,  beneath  the  trees, 
l'luttcni){;  and  dancing  in  the  breeze. 
(Jontinuoiis  as  the  stars  that  shine 
;\i.<l  twinkle  on  the  milky  way, 
I  hey  stretch'd  in  never-ending  line 
Along  the  margin  of  a  bay  : 
1  on  thousand  saw  I  at  a  glance 
lossing  their  heads  in  sprightly  dance. 

The  waves  beside  them  danced,  but  they 

Uut-did  the  sparkling  waves  in  glee  •— 

A  Toet  could  not  Ijut  be  gay 

Tn  such  a  jocund  com])any  ! 

I  gazed-and  gazed-but  little  thought 

\V  hat  wealth  the  show  to  me  had  brought  ; 

>  or  oft,  when  on  my  couch  I  lie 

In  vacant  or  in  pensive  mood, 

1  hey  flash  upon  that  inward  eye 

U  hich  IS  the  bliss  of  solitude  ; 

And  then  my  heart  with  pleasure  fills. 

And  dances  with  the  daffodils. 

^V.    Wordsxvorth    J'. 
cccii  d  ■  : 

ro  THE  DAISY 
With  little  here  to  do  or  see 
Of  things  that  in  the  great  world  be. 
Sweet  Daisy  !  oft  I  talk  to  thee 

For  thou  art  worthy, 
Thou  unassuming  Common-place 
01  Nature,  with  that  homely  face 
And  yet  with  something  of  a  grace 
Which  Love  makes  for  thee  ! 
u  2 
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Oft  on  the  dappled  turf  at  ease 
,  1  sit  and  play  with  similes, 
Loose  types  of  things  through  all  degrees 
,^,     Thoughts  of  thy  raising  ;       ^       ' 

Afkf^?^^'^°'P'^^«^orblame 

w^V"'r°"''  °^  ^'^e  game, 
While  I  am  gazing!    , 

A  nun  demure,  of  lowly  port  '^"'^ 
Or  sprightly  maiden,  of  Love's  court 
In  thy  simplicity  the  sport 
Of  all  temptations ; 

A  queen  m  crown  of  rubies  drest  • 

A  starveling  in  a  scanty  vest; 

Are  all   as  seems  to  suit  thee  best. 
I  hy  appellations. 

A  little  Cyclops,  with  one  eye 

Tw"!!  *°  ?'^^'^"  a"d  defy; 

That  thought  comes  next-Jnd  instantly 

Tu     ^T«e  freak  IS  over,  ^ 

Ihe  shape  will  vanish,  and  behold  ! 

A  suver  shield  with  boss  of  gold 

T'i'^lf  f  ^^'  ^"'"^  ^^^^y  bold 
■In  fight  to  cover. 

if,^ih^M"«ering  from  afar- 
And  then  thou  art  a  prettv  stir 
Not  quite  so  fair  as  m^anylrf' 

In  heaven  above  thee  ! 
Vet  like  a  star,  with  glittering  crest 
Self-poised  m  air  thou  seem'st  to  rest  -^ 
^^y  P^^^,^^\^^  never  to  his  nest       ' 

Who  shall  reprove  thee  ' 

wTen  a?i  mv"ri/°  •  ^'  '^''  "^'"^  ''  ^-^ 
vvnen  an  my  reveries  are  past 

1  call  theg,  and  to  that  cleave  fast 

Th.^u      f  V  ^'^^"*  Creature !        ' 
That  breath'st  with  me  in  sun  and  air 
Do  thou,  as  thou  art  wont,  repair 

''^  ^^55;.  r^^h  gladness,  aid  a'Xre      . 
^t  thy  meek  nature  ! 

fV.    Wordsivorth 
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ODE  TO  AUTUMN 

Season  of  mists  and  mellow  fruitfulness, 
Close  bosom-friend  of  the  maturing  sun  • 

rxr?uPr""^  ^'^^  ^^"^  ^°^  to  load  and  bless 

With  fruit  the  vines  that  round  the  thatch-eaves  run  ; 

A   J"!"??  ^i".^  ?PP^^'  th^  '"oss'd  cottage-trees. 
And  fil   all  fruit  with  ripeness  to  the  core  ; 
lo  swell  the  gourd,  and  plump  the  hazel  shells 
With  a  sweet  kfrnel ;  to  set  budding  more. 
And  still  more,  later  flowers  for  the  bees, 
Until  they  think  warm  days  will  never  cease  : 
l^or  Summer  has  o'erbrimm'd  their  clammy  cells. 

Who  hath  not  seen  thee  oft  amid  thy  store  '> 

bometimes  whoever  seeks  abroad  may  find 

Ihee  sitting  careless  on  a  granary  floor, 

Thy  hair  soft-lifted  by  the  winnowing  wind  ; 

Ur  on  a  half-reap'd  furrow  sound  asleep. 

Drowsed  with  the  fume  of  poppies,  while  thy  hook 

bpares  the  next  swath  and  all  its  twined  flowers  • 

And  sometimes  like  a  gleaner  thou  dost  keep  '  ' 

bteady  thy  laden  head  across  a  brook  ; 

Or  by  a  cyder-press,  with  patient  look. 

Thou  watchest  the  last  oozings,  hours  by  hours. 

Where  are  the  songs  of  Spring?  Ay,  where  are  they  ? 

Think  not  of  them,  thou  hast  thy  music  too,-     ^ 

While  barred  clouds  bloom  the  soft-dying  day 

And  touch  the  stubble-plains  with  rosy  hue  ; 

Then  ma  wailful  choir  the  small  gnats  mourn 

Among  the  nver-sallows,  borne  aloft 

Or  sinking  as  the  light. wind  lives  or  dies  • 

And  full-grown  lambs  loud  bleat  from  hilly  bourn  : 

Hedge-crickets  smg  ;  and  now  with  treble  soft 

1  he  red-breast  whistles  from  a  garden-croft ; 

And  gathering  swallows  twitter  in  the  skies. 

[.  Keats 
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cccrv 
ODE  TO  WINTER 
Germany,  December,  1800 
When  first  the  fiery-mantled  Sun 
I  lis  heavenly  race  began  to  run, 
Kound   he  earth  and  ocean  bUie 
Ills  children  four  the  Seasons  flew. 
_Mrst,  m  green  apparel  dancing, 

R^rS^  ^P""S  smiled  with  angel-grace  • 
Rosy  Summer  next  advancing,  ^^     ^        ' 

Rush  dmto  her  sire's  embrace- 

Her  bnght-hair'd  sire,  who  bade  her  keep 
For  ever  nearest  to  his  smiles,  ^ 

On  Calpe's  olive-shaded  steeii 
Ur  India's  citron-cover'd  isles  • 

Moie  remote,  and  buxom-brown,' 

A  ,,Vh  ,Q"^^"of  ^'Jntage  bow'd  before  his  throne  • 
A  uch  pomegranate  gemm'd  her  crown  ' 

A  ripe  sheaf  bound  her  zone.  ' 

But  howling  Winter  fled  afar 
lo  hills  that  prop  the  polar  star  ; 
And  loves  on  deer-borne  car  to  r  de 
With  barren  darkness  by  his  side 
Round   he  shore  where  loud  Lofoden 

Whirls  to  death  the  roaring  wha  e 
Round  the  hall  where  Runic  Odh;' 

Howls  his  war-song  to  the  gale: 
Save  when  adown  the  ravaged  globe 

He  travels  on  his  native  ftorm 
Deflowering  Nature's  grassy  robe 
T,-M  r^.Ij'^P''"^.""  ^^^  ^^^Jed  form  :- 
T).^  ,  s  r^u""'"S  Loi-^J  '-assume 
Ihe  shaft  that  drives  him  to  his  polar  field 
Of  power  to  pierce  his  raven  plumj  '^' 

And  crystal-cover'd  shield. 
Oh,  sire  of  storms  !  whose  savage  ear 
1  he  Lapland  drum  delights  to  hear' 
When  Prenzy  with  her  blood-shot  eve 
Implores  thy  dreadful  deity-         ^ 
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Archangel  f  Power  of  desolation  ! 
_  Fast  descending  as  thou  art, 
Say,  hath  mortal  invocation 

Spells  to  touch  thy  stony  heart  ? 
Then,  sullen  Winter  !  hear  my  prayer. 
And  gently  rule  the  ruin'd  year  ; 
Kor  chill  the  wanderer's  bosom  bare 
Nor  freeze  the  wretch's  falling  tear  : 
To  shuddering  Want's  unmantled  bed 

Thy  horror-breathing  agues  cease  to  lend. 
And  gently  on  the  orphan  head 
Of  Innocence  descend. 

But  chiefly  spare,  O  king  of  clouds  ! 
The  sailor  on  his  airy  shrouds, 
When  wrecks  and  beacons  strew  the  steep, 
And  spectres  walk  along  the  deep. 
Milder  yet  thy  snowy  breezes 

Pour  on  yonder  tented  shores, 
Where  the  Rhine's  broad  billow  freezes, 

Or  the  dark-brown  Danube  roars. 
Oh,  winds  of  Winter  !  list  ye  there 

To  many  a  deep  and  dying  groan  ? 
Or  start,  ye  demons  of  the  midnight  air, 

At  shrieks  and  thunders  louder  than  your  own? 
Alas  !  ev'n  your  unhallow'd  breath 
May  spare  the  victim  fallen  low  ; 
But  Man  will  ask  no  truce  to  death,— 
No  bounds  to  human  woe. 
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YARROW  UNVISITED 
1S03 

From  Stirling  Castle  we  had  seen 
The  mazy  Forth  unravell'd. 
Mad  trod  the  banks  of  Clyde  and  Tav, 
And  with  the  Tweed  had  travell'd  ;    ' 
And  when  we  came  to  Clovenford, 
Then  said  my  'winsome  Marrow,' 
'  Whate'er  betide,  we'll  turn  aside, 
And  sec  the  Braes  of  Yarrow." 
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■Whn  Jf'^'T  ^°^!''  ^'■''^^  Selkirk  town. 
■Who  have  been  buying,  selling 

Go  back  to  Yarrow:  't£  their  ?wn, 
Each  maiden  to  her  dwelling! 
On  Yarrow^  bank,  let  herons  feed 
Hares  couch,  and  rabbits  burrow- 

Nolr  ^^"  downward  with  tie  Tweed 
Nor  turn  aside  to  Yarrow  ^^^^ea, 

MadTblfthrv  J7^"^-d^'^'  ^  l^nd 

Whv  thrnl  ^"'^  P^^"g^  ^"d  harrow  : 
Why  throw  away  a  needful  day 

1  o  go  m  search  of  Yarrow  ? 

'What's  Yarrow  but  a  river  bare 
That  glides  the  dark  hills  under  ? 

AsTorX'  J^°"'""^  ^"'^h  ^J^-where 
^^c.       h>^  of  your  wonder.' 

My  S^ClLh'd'f"^"'^^^^^^^^^  -d  --"  ^ 

A^dlool'r4?n'hV?:cr[oThinl- 
I  thus  could  speak  of  Yarrow  ! 

'O  green, '  said  I,  '  are  Yarrow's  holm-, 
And  sweet  is  Yarrow  flowingT    ^°"^'' 
Fair  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock 
StT^,r"  ^fvelt  growing!    °''^' 

TW     iT'""?"'  ^'^°"''^"d  thorough  : 
But,  though  so  near,  we  will  not  turn 
Into  the  dale  of  Yarrow. 

'Let  beeves  and  home-bred  kine  nartnk^ 
The  sweets  of  Bum-mill  meadow  ^        ^ 
The  sv^an  on  still  Saint  Mary's  Li'ke 
FJoat  double,  swan  and  shadmv 7 

We  will  not  see  them  ;  will  not  go 
1  o-day   nor  yet  to-morrow  ;        ^ 

Enough  ifin  our  hearts  we  know 
There  s  such  a  place  as  Yarrow 


Fourth 

'Be  Yarrow  stream  unseen,  unknown  1 
It  must,  or  we  shall  rue  it  : 
We  have  a  vision  of  our  own. 
Ah  !  why  should  we  undo  it  ? 
The  treasured  dreams  of  times  long  past. 
We  11  keep  them,  winsome  Marrow  ' 
For  when  we're  there,  although  'tis  fair, 
Twill  be  another  Yarrow  ! 

'If  Care  with  freezing  years  should  come 
And  wandenng  seem  but  folly,— 
Should  we  be  loth  to  stir  from  home. 
And  yet  be  melancholy  ; 
Should  life  be  dull,  and  spirits  low, 
Iwill  soothe  us  in  our  sorrow 
That  earth  has  something  yet  to  show, 
i  he  bonny  holms  of  Yarrow  ! ' 

IV.   Wonhivorth 
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YARROW  VISITED 

September,   1814 

And  is  this-Yarrow  ?-This  the  stream 
Of  which  my  fancy  cherish'd 
So  faithfully,  a  waking  dream, 
An  image  that  hath  perish'd  ?' 

0  that  some  minstrel's  harp  were  near 
lo  utter  notes  of  gladness 

And  chase  this  silence  from  the  air, 

1  hat  fills  my  heart  v/ith  sadness  ! 

Yet  why  ?— a  silvery  current  flows 
With  uncontrolled  meand -rings  • 
Nor  have  these  eye^  by  greener  hills 
Been  soothed,  in  all  my  wanderings. 
And,  througta  her  depths,  Saint  Mary's  Lake 
Is  visibly  delighted  ;  ^ 

For  not  a  feature  of  those  hills 
Is  m  the  mirror  slighted. 
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A  Mue  sky  bends  o'er  Yariow  Vale 
•  Is  roul'jX*"-  P=-'"'''  ™W'<="es;    • 

Ae£t.;'s;iE«f-'-. 

Infl  ^'"^^l^raith  ascended  thrice 
And  gave  his  doleful  warning.        ' 

Thl'?.' °"'/'  ^i?^  ^^y  that  sings 
The  haunts  of  happy  loversf 

tLK?'^"'^^^?^''^^"^  to  the  grove 
i  he  leafy  grove  that  covers  :       ^        '  * 

And  pity  sanctifies  the  verse 

i  hat  pamts,  by  strength  of  sorrow 
The  unconquerable  strength  of  lov^  ■ 
Bear  witness,  rueful  Yarrow  !  ' 

i  o  lond  imagination, 

Dost  rival  in  the  light  of  day 
Her  delicate  creation  :  ^ 

Meek  loveliness  is  round  thee  spread 
A  softness  still  and  holy  •  ^^^' 

The  grace  of  forest  charms  deciv'(i 
And  pastoral  melancholy.         ^    ' 

That  region  left,  the  vale  unfolds 
Rich  groves  of  lofty  stature, 

^tiS:fe7n:;u?i"^^^-"^^^^^p-p 
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Fair  scenes  for  childhood's  opening  bloom, 

For  sportive  youth  to  stray  in, 

For  manhood  to  enjoy  his  strength. 

And  age  to  wear  away  in  ! 

Yon  cottage  seems  a  bower  of  bliss, 

A  covert  for  protection 

Of  tender  thoughts  that  nestle  there— 

The  brood  of  chaste  affection. 

How  sweet  on  this  autumnal  day 

The  wild-wood  fruits  to  gather. 

And  on  my  Tnie-love's  forehead  plant 

A  crest  of  blooming  heather  ! 

And  what  if  I  enwreathed  my  own  ? 

'Twere  no  offence  to  reason  ; 

The  sober  hills  thus  deck  their  brows 

To  meet  the  wintry  season. 

I  see— but  not  by  sight  alone. 

Loved  Yarrow,  have  I  won  thee ; 

A  ray  of  p\ancy  still  survives — 

Her  sunshine  plays  upon  thee  ! 

Thy  ever-youthful  waters  keep 

A  course  of  lively  pleasure  ; 

And  gladsome  notes  my  lips  can  breathe 

Accordant  to  the  measure. 

The  vapours  linger  round  the  heights. 
They  melt,  and  soon  must  vanish  ; 
One  hour  is  theirs,  nor  more  is  mine- 
Sad  thought !  which  I  would  banish, 
But  that  I  know,  where'er  I  go, 
Thy  genuine  image,  Yarrow  ! 
Will  dwell  with  me,  to  heighten  jov, 
And  cheer  my  mind  in  sorrow. 

W.    Wordsworth 
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THE  IN VI TAT/ON 


Best  and  brightest,  come  away, — 
Fairer  far  than  this  fair  Day, 


■   ' 
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ToThe   ouah  ""  '"^'-'^  good-morrow 
In  ; L        i,^*^  year  jiist  awake 
^"'^^^.'•^^"e  on  the  brake. 
The  bnghtest  hour  of  unborn  Sprinrr 
Through  the  winter  wanclerine^   ^ 
?o"h"^'  ^t^seems,  the  halcyon  |.orn 
To  hoar  February  born  ;  ^         ""^ 

It  k^s^^he^n^?^^."'  i."  '-^-'^  --th, 
A     1       .,    ^  forehead  of  the  earfh 

An    tt^\'  ^'""''^  ''^'^^^  be  free 
And  bi'a  hed^TofthlV^'^"-  ''^^^^' 

Making  fko     •  .  P°"  '^<^  barren  way. 
Making  the  wintry  world  appear 
L'ke  one  on  whom  thou  sXt!  dear 

To^tRir/^odTndTer  '^^^^"•^' 
To  the  silent  ;ndeS'' ^'^-^-- 

VVhere   he  soul  need  not  repress 

I^s  music,  lest  it  should  notS 
An  echo  m  another's  mind 
While  the  touch  of  Nature' s  art 
Harmonizes  heart  to  heart! 

AwnfiT*  ^''\^'  °f  the  Day 
To^t    ^,T  ■  ^"^  '^^"^e  away  ! 
To   he  wild  woods  and  the  plains 
io  the  pools  where  winter  rain? 

Of3  ^^e  P'ne  its  garland  weaves 
Of  sapless  green,  and  ivy  dun 

And  t^^^Sf^"^  pastures  be 
And  the  sandhills  of  the  sea  • 

Where  the  melting  hoL-frost  wets 
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When  the  night  is  left  beliind 
\"  *?\^^^P  ^ast,  dim  and  blind, 
And  the  blue  noon  is  over  us 
And  the  multitudinous  ' 

Billows  murmur  at  our  feet, 
^here  the  earth  and  ocean  meet, 
And  all  thmgs  seem  only  one 
In  the  universal  Sun. 

P.  B.  Shelley 


CCCVIII 
THE  RECOLLECTION 

Now  the  last  day  of  many  days 
All  beautiful  and  bright  as  thou, 
Ihe  loveliest  and  the  last,  is  dead  : 
Kise,  Memory,  and  write  its  praise  ! 
Up— to  thy  wonted  work  !  come,  trace 
1  he  epitaph  of  glory  fled. 
For  now  the  earth  has  changed  its  face. 
A  frown  is  on  the  heaven's  brow. 

We  wander'd  to  the  Pine  Forest 

1  hat  skirts  the  Ocean's  foam  } 

1  he  lightest  wind  was  in  its  nest, 

^"e  tempest  in  its  home. 
1  he  whispering  waves  were  half  asleep. 

1  he  clouds  were  gone  to  play. 
And  on  the  bosom  of  the  deep 

The  smile  of  heaven  lay ; 
It  seem'd  as  if  the  hour  were  one 
-_,Jf"t  from  beyond  the  skies 
Which  scatter'd  from  above  the  sun 
A  light  of  Paradise  I 

We  paused  amid  the  pines  that  stood 

The  giants  of  the  waste, 
tortured  by  storms  to  shapes  as  rude 

As  serpents  interlaced,— 
Ami  soothed  by  every  azure  breath 

i  iiat  under  heaven  is  blown. 
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To  harmonies  and  hues  beneath. 

As  tender  as  its  own  • 
Now  all  the  tree-tops  lay  asleep 

l.ike  green  waves  on  the  sea, 
As  still  as  in  the  silent  deep 

I  he  ocean-woods  may  be. 

How  calm  it  was  !-The  silonce  tliere 

v,y  such  a  chain  was  bounu, 
1  hat  even  the  busy  woodpecker 

Made  stiller  with  her  sound 
1  lie  inviolable  quietness  ; 

Ihe  breath  of  peace  we  drew 
With  Its  soft  motion  made  not  less 

1  he  calm  that  round  us  grew. 
Ihere  seem  d,  from  the  remotest  seat 

Ut  the  white  mountain  waste 
1  o  the  soft  flower  beneath  our  it^i 
A  magic  circle  traced,—  ' 

,A  spirit  interfused  around, 

A  thrilling  silent  life  ; 
To  momentary  peace  it  bound 
Our  mortal  nature's  strife  •— 
And  still  I  felt  the  centre  of' 
iir         "^agic  circle  there 

'J-l^'i^/f ''  f«rm  that  fill'd  with  love 
1  he  lifeless  atmosphere. 

We  paused  beside  the  pools  that  lie 
Under  the  forest  bough  ; 

^""^^^f^'^  ^s  'twere  a  little  sky 

<juJt  d  m  a  world  below  ; 
A  firmament  of  purple  light 

Which  in  the  dark  earth  lay, 
More  boundless  than  the  depth  of  night 

And  purer  than  the  day—  ^ 

In  which  the  lovely  forests  grew 

As  m  the  upper  air, 
More  perfect  both  in  shape  and  hue 

Ihan  any  spreading  there. 

^l^2  ^^^g^^de  and  neighbouring  lawn. 

And  through  the  dark-green  wood 


Fourth 

The  white  sun  twinkling  like  the  dawn 

Uiit  of  a  speckled  cloud. 
Sweet  views  which  in  our  world  above 

Can  never  well  he  seen 
^^Ar^  \"iaged  in  the  water's  love 

Of  that  fair  forest  green  : 
'^"^V^'l  was  interfused  beneath 

\\  ith  an  Elysian  glow, 
An  atmosphere  without  a  breath, 

A  softer  day  below. 
Like  one  beloved,  the  scene  had  lent 

1  o  tho  dark  water's  breast 
^^\  every  leaf  and  lineament 

VVith  more  than  truth  exprest ; 
until  an  envious  wind  crept  by. 
Like  an  unwelcome  thought ' 
^V  hich  from  the  mind's  too  faithful  eye 

lilots  one  dear  image  out. 
—Though  thou  art  ever  fair  and  kind. 

1  he  forests  ever  green. 
Less  oft  is  peace  in  Shelley's  mind 
ihan  calm  in  waters  seen  ! 

P.   B.   Shelley 


303 


.,*i 


A 


■if. 

r 


9     ' 


cccix 
BY  THE  SEA 

It  is  a  beauteous  evening,  calm  and  free  i 
Ihe  holy  time  is  quiet  as  a  Nun 

\TS^\T  7'""  '-vdoration  ;  the  broad  sun 
IS  sinking  down  in  its  tranquillity  ; 

The  gentleness  of  heaven  is  on  the  Sea  • 

Listen     the  mighty  Being  is  awake, 

And  doth  with  his  eterflal  motion  make 

A  sound  like  thunder— everlastingly. 

Bear  child  !  dear  girl !  that  walkest  with  me  here 

If  thou  a,,peai-  untouch'd  by  solemn  thour^ht  ' 

Ihy  nature  is  not  therefore  less  divine  :   "" 
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Thou  liest  in  Abraham's  bosom  all  the  year 
And  worshipp'st  at  the  Temple's  inner  Ee 
God  being  With  thee  when  we  know  it  not      ' 

IV>    Wordsxvorth 
cccx 
SONG  TO   THE  EVENING  STAR 

Star  that^  bringest  home  the  bee, 
And  sett  St  the  weary  labourer  free  ' 
It  any  star  shed  peace,  'tis  Thou 

1  hat  send'st  it  from  above, 
Appearing  when  Heaven's  breath  and  brow 

Are  sweet  as  hers  we  love. 
J-'pme  to  the  luxuriant  skies, 
wt-  '!  ?^  ''^ndscape's  odours  rise, 
Whilst  far-off  lowing  herds  are  heard 

And  songs  when  toil  is  done 
I'rom  cottages  whose  smoke  unstirr'd 

<-urls  yellow  in  the  sun. 
Star  of  love's  soft  interviews, 
I  arted  lovers  on  thee  muse  ; 
llieir  remembrancer  in  Heaven 

Of  thrilling  vows  thou  art, 
loo  delicious  to  be  riven 
By  absence  from  the  heart. 

T.   Campbell 


CCCXI 

DATUR  HORA  QUIETI 

Th^  sun  upon  the  lake  is  low, 
^  Jhe  wild  birds  hush  their  song, 
Ihe  hills  have  evening's  deepest  glow. 

Vet  Leonard  tarries  long. 
Now  all  whom  varied  toil  and  care 

From  home  and  love  divide, 
In  the  calm  sunset  may  repair' 

liach  to  the  loved  one's  side. 
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The  noble  dame,  on  turret  high, 

Who  waits  hr   gallant  knight. 
Looks  to  the  western  beam  to  spy 

ITie  flash  of  armour  bright. 
The  village  maid,  with  hand  on  brow 

rne  level  ray  to  shade. 
Upon  the  footpath  watches  now 

For  Colin's  darkening  plaid. 

Now  to  their  mates  the  wild  swans  row, 

Hy  day  they  swam  apart, 
And  to  the  thicket  wanders  slow 

The  hind  beside  the  hart. 
The  woodlark  at  his  partner's  side 

I  witters  his  closing  song- 
All  meet  whom  day  and  care  divide, 

But  Leonard  tarries  long  ! 

Sir  IK  Scott 

CCCXII 

TO  THE  MOON 

Art  thou  pale  for  weariness 
Of  climbing  heaven,  and  gazing  on  the  earth. 

Wandering  companionless 
Among  the  stars  that  have  a  different  birth,^ 
^l\  l^er-changing,  like  a  joyless  eye 
1  hat  finds  no  object  worth  its  constancy  ? 

P.   B.  Shelley 
CCCXIII 

TO  SLEEP 

A  flock  of  sheep  that  leisurely  pass  by 
One  after  one  ;  the  sound  of  rain,  and  bees 

^JJoTfi^^J  ^''\'^"  ^invtr^.  winds  and  seas, 
bmooth  fields,  white  sheets  of  water,  and  pure  sky  : 

I've  thought  of  all  by  turns,  and  yet  do  lie 
Sleepless  ;  and  soon  the  small  birds'  melodies 
Must  hear,  first  utter'd  from  my  orchard  trees. 
Anci  ihe  iirst  cuckoo's  melancholy  cry. 

X 


-  "ifi=.^:i:J!arc::= 


306 


Book 


Even  thus  last  night,  and  two  nights  more  I  lav 
And  could  not  win  thee,  Sleep  !  by  any  stealth  ' 
bo  do  not  let  me  wear  to-night  away  : 

Without  Thee  what  is  all  the  morning's  wealth  ? 
Come,  blessed  barrier  between  day  and  day 
Dear  mother  of  fresh  thoughts  and  joyous  health  ! 

IV.    ]Vo7-ds%vorth 


cccxiv 
THE  SOLDIER'S  DREAM 

"^"^nd  1"'  '""?  ^"T:  ^^'  '^'  "ight-cloud  had  lower'd, 
And  the  sentinel  stars  set  their  watch  in  the  skv  • 

And  thousands  had  sunk  on  the  ground  overpower'd 
The  weary  to  sleep,  and  the  wounded  to  die. 

When  reposing  that  night  on  my  pallet  of  straw 

At  the  XnTinf'ff ""?  ?^^^^  *'''''*  S"^^'^^^^  the  slain, 
I  A  Ir-^  °^  ^''^  "'Sht  a  sweet  Vision  I  saw  ; 
And  thhce  ere  the  morning  I  dreamt  it  again 
Methought  from  the  battle-field's  dreadful  array 

l^ar,  far,  I  had  roam'd  on  a  desolate  track  • 
Iwas  Autumn,--and  sunshine  arose  on  the  way 
\    1  o  the  home  of  my  fathers,  that  welcomed  me  back 
I  nevv  to  the  pleasant  fields  traversed  so  oft 
In  life  s  morning  march,  when  my  bosom  was  young  • 
T^A  T^  ''^'^.  mountain-goats  bleating  aloft,        ^  ' 
sun  ^"^         ^"^^^^  '^''''"  ^^^^  ^^^  corn-reapers 

Then  pledged  we  the  wine-cup,  and  fondly  I  swore 
1  rom  my  home  and  my  weeping  friends  never  to 
pait  ; 

My  little  ones  kiss'd  me  a  thousand  times  o'er, 

^   And  my  wife  sobb'd  aloud  in  her  fulness  of  heart. 

And  fain  was  their  war-broken  soldier  to  stay  •- 
But  sorrow  return'd  with  the  dawning  of  moi^^ ' 
And  the  voice  m  my  dreaming  ear  melted  away. 

7\    Campbell 
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A  DREAM  OF  THE  UNKNOWN 
I  flream'd  that  as  I  wander'd  by  the  way 

Bare  Winter  suddenly  was  changed  to  Sprin^r 
And  gentle  odours  led  my  steps  astray,        '      " 

Mix  d  with  a  sound  of  waters  murmuring 
Along  a  shelving  bank  of  turf,  which  lay 
Under  a  copse,  and  hardly  dared  to  fling 

iSf^^-^  m""™'  '?","^  ^^^  ^°«°"^  of  the  stream, 

But  kiss  d  It  and  then  fled,  as  Thou  mightest  in  dream. 

There  grew  pied  wind-flowers  and  violets. 

Daisies,  those  pearlVl  Arcturi  of  the  earth, 
The  constellated  flower  tliat  never  sets  • 

i'amt  oxlips  J  tender  blue-bells,  at  whose  birth 

iTs  m'ntt'S'r  ^^"-Z^^'  ^"'^  ^^^'  ^''^"  fl°^^^»-  th^t  wets 
wJ     lu    ,^  f^'^e  with  heaven-collected  tears. 
When  the  low  wind,  its  playmate's  voice,  it  hears. 

And  in  the  warm  hedge  grew  lush  eglantine, 

Anr/"^h^.*'°tT   "'^  ^"^  ^^^  moonlight-colour'd  May, 
And  cherry-b  ossoms,  and  white  cups,  whose  wine 

A  Jw-S"  ^"^^'  ^T-  ^''  ^^^^'^'d  "ot  by  the  day  ; 

w-  u^  roses,  and  ivy  serpentine 

With  Its  dark  buds  and  leaves,  wandering  astray  : 
And  flowers  azure,  black,  and  streak'd  with  gold  ^ 
l-airer  than  any  waken'd  eyes  behold. 
And  nearer  to  the  river's  trembling  edge 

whllT  ^'°''^  ^^g-fl°wers,  purple  prank'd  with 
And  starry  river-buds  among  the  sedge, 

W^Vh  r.°?J.'"^  Y^  u'-""^''  ^^^-^d  ^"d  bright, 
Which  lit  the  oak  that  overhung  the  hedge 

AnJ'i  ,"'°u"^'S^^''^"''  °f  their  own  watery  Iic.ht  • 
And  bulrushes,  and  reeds  of  such  deep  green  "  ' 
As  soothed  the  dazzled  eye  with  sobei  sheen. 

Methought  that  of  these  visionary  flow.,-., 
i  made  a  nosegay,  bound  in  such  a  way 

X  2 


'I',- 


ffr-  -^^^^== 


308 


Book 


That  t^ie  same  hues,  which  in  their  natural  bowers 
Were  mingled  or  opposed,  the  like  array 

Kept  these  imprison'd  children  of  the  Hours 
Within  my  hand,— and  then,  elate  and  gay, 

I  hasten  d  to  the  spot  whence  I  had  come 

That  I  might  there  present  it— O  !   to  Whom  ? 

P.  B.  Shelley 

cccxvi 

KUBLA  KHAN 

In  Xanadu  did  Kubla  Khan 
A  stately  pleasure-dome  decree  : 
Where  Alph,  the  sacred  river,  ran 
Through  caverns  measureless  to  man 

Down  to  a  sunless  sea. 
So  twice  five  miles  of  fertile  ground 
With  walls  and  towers  were  girdled  round  : 
And  ther^  were  gardens  bright  with  sinuous  rills 
Where  blossom'd  many  an  incense-bearing  tree  • 
And  here  were  forests  ancient  as  the  hills,  ' 

Enfolding  sunny  spots  of  greenery. 

But  oh  !  that  deep  romantic  chasm  which  slanted 
Down  the  green  hill  athwart  a  cedarn  cover  ! 
A  savage  place  !  as  holy  and  enchanted 
As  e  er  beneath  a  waning  moon  was  haunted 
By  woman  wailing  for  her  demon-lover  ! 
And  from  this  chasm,  with  ceaseless  turmoil  seething 
As  if  this  earth  in  fast  thick  pants  were  breathing 
A  mighty  fountain  momently  was  forced  : 
Amid  whose  swift  half-intermitted  burst 
Huge  fragments  vaulted  like  rebounding  hail 
Or  chaffy  grain  beneath  the  thresher's  flail  :   ' 
And  mid  these  dancing  rocks  at  once  and  ever 
It  flung  up  momently  the  sacred  river. 
Five  miles  meandering  with  a  mazy  motion 
Through  wood  and  dale  the  sacred  river  ran, 
Then  reach'd  the  caverns  measureless  to  man, 
And  sank  in  tumult  to  a  lifeless  ocean  : 
And  'mid  this  tumult  Kubla  heard  from  far 
Ancestral  voices  prophesying  war  ! 
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The  shadow  of  the  dome  of  pleasure 

1^  loated  midway  on  the  waves  ; 

Where  was  heard  the  mingled  measure 

i*  rom  the  fountain  and  the  caves. 
It  was  a  miracle  of  rare  device, 
A  sunny  pleasure-dome  with  caves  of  ice  ' 

A  damsel  with  a  dulcimer 

In  a  vision  once  I  saw  : 

It  was  an  Abyssinian  maid, 

And  on  her  dulcimer  she  play'd 

Singing  of  Mount  Abora. 

Could  I  revive  within  me 

Her  symphony  and  song, 
To  such  a  deep  delight  'twould  win  mc 
Ihat  with  music  loud  and  long, 
I  would  build  that  dome  in  air, 
That  sunny  dome  !  those  caves  of  ice  ' 
And  a    who  heard  should  see  them  there, 
And  all  should  cry,  Beware  !  Beware  ! 
His  flashing  eyes,  his  floating  hair  ! 
Weave  a  circle  round  him  thrice. 
And  close  your  eyes  with  holy  dread 
^or  he  on  honey-dew  hath  fed. 
And  drunk  the  milk  of  Paradise. 

S.    T.    Coleridge 
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CCCXVII 

THE  INNER   VISION 
Most  sweet  it  is  with  unuplifted  eyes 
To  pace  the  ground,  if  path  be  there  or  none. 
While  a  fair  region  round  the  traveller  lies 
Which  he  forbears  again  to  look  upon  ; 

Pleased  rather  with  some  soft  ideal  scene, 
The  work  of  Fancy,  or  some  happy  tone' 
Of  meditation,  slipping  in  between 
The  beauty  coming  and  the  beauty  gone. 

—If  Thought  and  Love  desert  us,  from  that  day 
{1-  u ^-ru^^  ^"  commerce  with  the  Muse  • 

With  Thought  and  Love  companions  of  our  way- 
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Whatp  er  the  senses  take  or  may  refuse, - 

1  he  Mind  s  internal  heaven  shall  shed  her  dews 

Of  inspiration  on  the  humblest  lay. 

W.    Wordsworth 
cccxvin 
THE  REALM  OF  FANCY 

Ever  let  the  Fancy  roam  ; 

Pleasure  never  is  at  home  : 

At  a  touch  sweet  Pleasure  melteth, 

Like  to  bubbles  when  rain  pelteth  ; 

Then  let  winged  Fancy  wander 

through  the  thought  still  spread  beyond  her  : 

Upen  wide  the  mind's  cage-door, 

She'll  dart  forth,  and  cloudward  soar. 

O  sweet  Fancy  !  let  her  loose  ; 

Summer's  joys  are  spoilt  by  use, 
And  the  enjoying  of  the  Spring 
Fades  as  does  its  blossoming  ; 
Autumn's  red-lipp'd  fruitage  too, 
B  ushing  through  the  mist  and  dew, 
Cloys  with  tasting  :  What  do  then  ? 
Sit  thee  by  the  ingle,  when 
The  sear  faggot  blazes  bright, 
Spirit  of  a  winter's  night  : 
When  the  soundless  earth  is  muffled. 
And  the  caked  snow  is  shuffled 
From  the  ploughboy's  heavy  shoon  : 
When  the  Night  doth  meet  the  Noon 
In  a  dark  conspiracy 
To  banish  Even  from  her  sky. 
Sit  thee  there,  and  send  abroad, 
With  a  mind  self-overaw'd, 
Fancy,  high-commission'd  :— send  her  ' 
She  has  vassals  to  attend  her  : 
She  will  bring,  in  spite  of  frost. 
Beauties  that  the  earth  hath  lost  j 
She  will  bring  thee,  all  together. 
All  delights  of  summer  weather  ; 
All  the  buds  and  bells  of  May, 
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P'rom  dewy  sward  or  thorny  spray  ; 
All  the  heaped  Autumn's  wealth, 
With  a  still,  mysterious  stealth  : 
She  will  mix  these  pleasures  up 
Like  three  fit  wines  in  a  cup, 
And  thou  shalt  quaff  it :— thou  shalt  hear 
Distant  harvest-carols  clear ; 
Rustle  of  the  reaped  corn  ; 
Sweet  birds  antheming  the  morn  : 
And,  in  the  same  moment — hark  ! 
'Tis  the  early  April  lark. 
Or  the  rooks,  with  busy  caw. 
Foraging  for  sticks  and  straw. 
Thou  shalt,  at  one  glance,  behold 
The  daisy  and  the  marigold  ; 
White-plumed  lilies,  and  the  first 
Hedge-grown  primrose  that  hath  burst  ; 
Shaded  hyacinth,  alway 
Sapphire  queen  of  the  mid-May  ; 
And  every  leaf,  and  every  flower 
Pearled  with  the  self-same  shower. 
Thou  shalt  see  the  field-mouse  peep 
Meagre  from  its  celled  sleep  ; 
And  the  snake  all  winter-thin 
Cast  on  sunny  bank  its  skin  ; 
Freckled  nest-eggs  thou  shalt  see 
Hatching  in  the  hawthorn-tree, 
When  the  hen-bird's  wing  doth  rest 
Quiet  on  her  mossy  nest ; 
Then  the  hurry  and  alarm 
When  the  bee-hive  casts  its  swarm  ; 
Acorns  ripe  down-pattering. 
While  the  autumn  breezes  sing. 

Oh,  sweet  Fancy  !  let  her  loose  ; 
Everything  is  spoilt  by  use  : 
Where's  the  cheek  that  doth  not  fade, 
Too  much  gazed  at  ?  Where's  the  maid 
Whose  lip  mature  is  ever  new  ? 
Where's  the  eye,  however  blue. 
Doth  not  weary  ?  Where's  the  face 
One  woukl  meet  in  every  place? 
Where's  the  voice,  however  soft, 
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,  One  would  hear  so  very  oft  ? 
At  a  touch  sweet  Pleasure  melteth 
i^ike  to  bubbles  when  rain  pelteth. 
Ut  then  winged  Fancy  find 
1  hee  a  mistress  to  thy  mind  : 
Dulcet-eyed  as  Ceres'  daughter. 
Ere  the  God  of  Torment  taught  her 
How  to  frown  and  how  to  chide  : 
With  a  waist  and  with  a  side 
White  as  Hebe's,  when  her  zone 

F  l?V  '  ??^1^"  ^^^'^P'  and  down 
fl?"  her  kirtle  to  her  feet, 

While  .he  held  the  goblet  sweet. 

Of  fhiT  ^'^^  languid—Break  the  mesh 
Of  the  Fancy's  silken  leash  ; 

Quickly  break  her  prison-string. 
And  such  joys  as  these  she'll  bring. 
—Let  the  winged  Fancy  roam, 
I'leasure  never  is  at  home. 

J.  Keats 

CCCXIX 

WRITTEN  IN  EARL  Y  SPRING 
I  heard  a  thousand  blended  notes 
While  in  a  grove  I  sate  reclined, 

RnSf  ^Tff  ""^^^  ^^^"  pleasant  thoughts 
Bring  sad  thoughts  to  the  mind.  ^ 

To  her  fair  works  did  Nature  link 
The  human  soul  that  through  me  ran  ; 

What  Man  has  made  of  Man. 
Through  primrose  tufts,  in  that  sweet  bower 
The  periwinkle  trail'd  its  wreaths;  ' 

And  tis  my  faith  that  every  flower 
Enjoys  the  air  it  breathes. 

The  birds  around  me  hopp'd  and  plav'd 

RnfiV^^"^^''  I  cannot  measure,^  ^' 
iiut  the  least  motion  which  they  made 
It  seem'd  a  thrill  of  pleasure. 
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The  budding  twigs  spread  out  their  fan 
To  catch  the  breezy  air  ; 
And  I  must  think,  do  all  I  can, 
That  there  was  pleasure  there. 

If  this  belief  from  heaven  be  sent. 
If  such  be  Nature's  holy  plan. 
Have  I  not  reason  to  lament 
What  Man  has  made  of  Man  ? 

W.    Wonisxvorth 
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RUTH:  OR  THE  INFLUENCES  OF 
NA  TURE 

When  Ruth  was  left  half  desolate 
Her  father  took  another  mate  ; 
And  Ruth,  not  seven  years  old, 
A  slighted  child,  at  her  own  will 
Went  wandering  over  dale  and  hill. 
In  thoughtless  freedom,  bold. 

And  she  had  made  a  pipe  of  straw. 
And  music  from  that  pipe  could  draw 
Like  sounds  of  winds  and  floods  ; 
Had  built  a  bower  upon  the  green, 
As  if  she  from  her  birth  had  been 
An  infant  of  the  woods. 

Beneath  her  father's  roof,  alone 

She  seem'd  to  live  ;  her  thoughts  her  own  ; 

Herself  her  own  deliorht  : 

Pleased  with  herself,  nor  sad  nor  gay  ; 

And  passing  thus  the  live-long  day, 

She  grew  to  woman's  height. 

There  came  a  youth,  from  Georgia's  shore— 

A  military  casque  he  wore 

With  splendid  feathers  drest ; 

He  brought  them  from  the  Cherokees  j 

The  feathers  nodded  in  the  breeze 

And  made  a  gallant  crest. 
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But  no  !  he  spake  the  English  tongie 
And  bore  a  soldier's  name;  ^ 

And,  when  America  was  free 
Prom  battle  and  from  jeopardy. 
He  cross  the  ocean  came. 
With  hues  of  genius  on  his  cheek, 

\i^u?  1°"^^  *^^  y°"th  could  speak  : 
—  While  he  was  yet  a  boy 

The  moon,  the  glory  of  the  sun, 

And  streams  that  murmur  as  they  run 

Had  been  his  dearest  joy. 

lie  was  a  lovely  youth  !  I  guess 

1  he  panther  in  the  wilderness 

Was  not  so  fair  as  he  ; 

And  when  he  chose  to  sport  and  play, 

No  dolphin  ever  was  so  gay 

Upon  the  tropic  sea. 

Among  the  Indians  he  had  fought  • 
And  with  him  many  tales  he  brought 
Of  pleasure  and  of  fear  ; 
Such  tales  as,  told  to  any  maid 
By  such  a  youth,  in  the  green  shade. 
Were  perilous  to  hear. 

J.^^^told  of  girls,  a  happy  rout  ! 
Who  quit  their  fold  with  dance  and  shout. 
1  heir  pleasant  Indian  town, 
To  gather  strawberries  all  day  lontr  • 
Returning  with  a  choral  song 
When  daylight  is  gone  down. 

He  spake  of  plants  that  hourly  change 
1  he-r  blossoms,  through  a  boundless  ran-e 
Of  intermingling  hues  ;  * 

With  budding,  fading,  faded  flowers, 
1  hey  stand  the  wonder  of  the  bovvers 
t  rem  morn  to  evening  dews. 

He  told  of  the  magnolia,  spread 
High  as  a  cloud,  high  over  head  ! 
1  he  cypress  and  her  spire  ; 
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—Of  flowers  that  with  one  scarlet  gieam 
Cover  a  hundred  leagues,  and  seem 
To  set  the  1  ills  on  fire. 

The  youth  of  green  savannahs  spake, 
And  many  an  endless,  endless  lake 
With  all  its  fairy  crowds 
Of  islands,  that  together  lie 
As  quietly  as  spots  of  sky 
Among  the  evening  clouds. 

'  How  pleasant,'  then  he  said,  '  it  were 

A  fisher  or  a  hunter  there. 

In  sunshine  or  in  shade 

To  wander  with  an  easy  mind, 

And  build  a  household  fire,  and  find 

A  home  in  every  glade  ! 

'  What  days  and  what  bright  years  !  Ah  me  ! 

Our  life  were  life  indeed,  with  thee 

So  pass'd  in  quiet  bliss  ; 

And  all  the  while,'  said  he,  *  to  know 

That  we  were  in  a  world  of  woe, 

On  such  an  earth  as  this  ! ' 

And  then  he  sometimes  interwove 
Fond  thoughts  about  a  father's  love, 
'  For  there,'  said  he,  '  are  spun 
Around  the  heart  such  tender  ties, 
That  our  own  children  to  our  eyes 
Are  dearer  than  the  sun. 

'  Sweet  Ruth  !  and  could  you  go  with  me 

My  helpmate  in  the  woods  to  be. 

Our  shed  at  night  to  rear  ; 

Or  run,  my  own  adopted  bride, 

A  sylvan  huntress  at  my  side. 

And  drive  the  flying  deer  ! 

'  Beloved  Ruth  ! ' — No  more  he  said. 
The  wakeful  Ruth  at  midnight  shed 
A  solitary  tear : 

She  thought  again — and  did  agree 
With  him  to  sail  across  the  sea, 
An -I  drive  the  flying  deer. 
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'       \\t"i!.';r'r^L''"S'S'^ncl  right. 
^^  e  m  the  church  our  faith  will  nUcrU 
A  husband  and  a  wife  '  ^  ^^'• 

'St^st^ttih'l^l^'"'^^-/ 

was„,orethL^i:;:,ii!?fi^p>'^^>' 

inat,  on  those  lonesome  floods 

His  name  in  the  wild  ioods 

Thk  tS  ^""^^  ^"^°^^  been  told, 

Andl![ffi^^S^^^^^^^ 

So  beautiful,  through  savage  lands 

?flSlthe"VS^---^^ 

Might  well  be  dangerous  food 
So'n?'"],'  V°"*h  t^  ^hom  was  given 

AnHl  •^'"'■'^-^°  much  Jhfaven 
And  such  impetuous  blood.  ' 

Whatever  in  those  climes  he  found 
I^^egular  m  sight  or  sound 
^id  to  his  mmd  impart 
Tn  V    ^^"^  ^"ipulse,  seem'd  allied 

To  his  own  powers,  and  justified 
The  workings  of  his  heart. 

Sfeute^St^lTC  ^'°"^^'' 
Fair  trees  and  g^^rusfc™'^^^- 
The  breezes  their  own  languor  lent  • 

?nttrc?e^f:^j;:?^"&^^^^^^ 

Pure  hopes  of  high  intent : 
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For  passions  link'd  to  forms  so  fair 
And  stately,  needs  must  have  their  share 
Of  noble  sentiment. 

But  ill  he  lived,  much  evil  saw, 
With  men  to  whom  no  better  law 
Nor  better  life  was  known  ; 
Deliberately  and  undeceived 
Those  wild  men's  vices  he  received, 
And  gave  them  back  his  own. 

His  genius  and  his  moral  frame 
Were  thus  impair'd,  and  he  became 
The  slave  of  low  desires  : 
A  man  who  without  self-control 
Would  seek  what  the  degraded  soul 
Unworthily  admires. 

And  yet  he  with  no  feign'd  delight 
Had  woo'd  the  maiden,  day  and  night 
Had  loved  her,  night  and  morn  : 
What  could  he  less  than  love  a  maid 
Whose  heart  ."ith  so  much  nature  play'd- 
So  kind  and  so  forlorn  ? 

Sometimes  most  earnestly  he  said, 

'  O  Ruth  !   I  have  been  worse  than  dead  ; 

False  thoughts,  thoughts  bold  and  vain 

Encompass'd  me  on  every  side 

When  I,  in  confidence  and  pride. 

Had  cross'd  the  Atlantic  main. 

*  Before  me  shone  a  glorious  world 
Fresh  as  a  banner  bright,  unfurl'd 
To  music  suddenly : 
I  look'd  upon  those  hills  and  plains. 
And  seem'd  as  if  let  loose  from  chains 
To  live  at  liberty  ! 

'  No  more  of  this— /or  now,  by  thee, 
Dear  Ruth  !  more  happily  set  free. 
With  nobler  zeal  I  burn  ; 
My  soul  from  darkness  is  released 
Like  the  whole  sky  when  to  the  east 
The  morning  doth  return.' 
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Full  soon  that  better  mind  was  gone  ; 
No  hope,  no  wish  remain'd,  not  one,— 
They  stirr'd  him  now  no  more  ; 
New  objects  did  new  pleasure  give, 
And  once  again  he  wish'd  to  live 
As  lawless  as  before. 

Meanwhile,  as  thus  with  him  it  fared, 
rhey  for  the  voyage  were  prepared. 
And  went  to  the  sea-shore  : 
But,  when  they  thither  came,  the  youth 
Deserted  his  jjoor  bride,  and  Ruth 
Could  never  lind  him  more. 

God  help  thee,  Ruth  !-Such  pains  she  had 
i  hat  she  m  half  a  year  was  mad 

And  in  a  prison  housed  ; 

And  there,  with  many  a  doleful  song 

Alade  of  wild  words,  her  cup  of  wrong 

She  fearfully  caroused. 

'  Yet  sometimes  milder  hours  she  knew, 
N  or  wanted  sun,  nor  rain,  nor  dew, 
Nor  pastimes  of  the  May, 
—They  all  were  with  her  in  her  cell  ; 
And  a  clear  brook  with  cheerful  knell 
Did  o'er  the  pebbles  play. 

When  Ruth  three  seasons  thus  had  lain, 
1  here  came  a  respite  to  her  pain  ; 
She  from  her  prison  fled  ; 
But  of  the  Vagrant  none  took  thought  • 
And  where  it  liked  her  best  she  sought' 
Her  shelter  and  her  bread. 

Among  the  fields  she  breathed  again  • 
The  master-current  of  her  brain 
Ran  permanent  and  free  ; 
And,  coming  to  the  banks  of  Tone, 
There  did  she  rest ;  and  dwell  alone 
Under  the  greenwood  tree. 

The  engines  of  her  pain,  the  tools 

Ihat  shaped  her  sorrow,  rocks  and  pools, 

And  an-s  that  gently  stir 
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The  vernal  leaves— she  loverl  them  still, 
Nor  ever  tax'd  them  with  the  ill 
Which  had  been  done  to  her, 
A  barn  her  \Vinter  bed  supplies  ; 
I5ut,  till  the  warmth  of  Summer  skies 
And  Summer  days  is  gone, 
(And  all  do  in  this  tale  agree) 
She  sleeps  beneath  the  greenwood  tree, 
And  other  home  hath  none. 
An  innocent  life,  yet  far  astray  ! 
And  Ruth  will,  long  before  her  day, 
lie  broken  down  and  old. 
Sore  aches  she  needs  must  have  !  but  less 
Of  mind,  than  body's  wretchedness, 
From  damp,  and  rain,  and  cold. 
If  she  is  prest  by  want  of  food 
She  from  her  dwelling  in  the  wood 
J-iepairs  to  a  road-side  ; 
And  there  she  begs  at  one  steep  place, 
^yhere  up  and  down  with  easy  pace 
The  horsemen-travellers  ride. 
That  oaten  pipe  of  hers  is  mute 
Or  thrown  away :  but  with  a  flute 
I  ler  loneliness  she  cheers  ; 
This  flute,  made  of  a  hemlock  stalk. 
At  evening  in  his  homeward  walk 
The  Quantock  woodman  h       .. 
I,  too,  have  pass'd  her  on  the  hills 
Setting  her  little  water-mills 
By  spouts  and  fountains  wild- 
Such  small  machinery  as  she  turn'd 
Ere  she  had  wept,    re  she  had  mourn'd,— 
A  young  and  happ)  child  ! 

Farewell !  and  when  thy  days  are  told 
Ill-fated  Ruth  !  in  hallow'd  mould        ' 
Thy  corpse  shall  buried  be"; 
For  thee  a  funeral  bell  shall  ring, 
And  all  the  congregation  sing 
A  Christian  psalm  for  thee. 

W.   IVordsivorth 
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CCCXXI 

WRITTEN  AMONG  THE 
EUGANEAN  HILLS 

Many  a  green  isle  needs  must  be 
In  the  deep  wide  sea  of  Misery, 
Or  the  mariner,  worn  and  wan, 
Never  thus  could  voyage  on 
Day  and  night,  and  night  and  day. 
Drifting  on  his  dreary  way. 
With  the  solid  darkness  black 
Closing  round  his  vessel's  track  ; 
Whilst  above,  the  sunless  sky 
Big  with  clouds,  hangs  heavily. 
And  behind  the  tempest  fleet 
Hurries  on  with  lightning  feet, 
Riving  sail,  and  cord,  and  plank, 
Till  the  ship  has  almost  drank 
Death  from  the  o'er-brimming  deep  ; 
And  sinks  down,  down,  like  that  sleep 
When  the  dreamer  seems  to  be 
Weltering  through  eternity ; 
And  the  dim  low  line  before 
Of  a  dark  and  distant  shore 
Still  recedes,  as  ever  still 
Longing  with  divided  will, 
But  no  power  to  seek  or  shun. 
He  is  ever  drifted  on 
O'er  the  unreposing  wave, 
To  the  haven  of  the  grave. 

Ah,  many  flowering  islands  lie 
In  the  waters  of  wide  Agony : 
To  such  a  one  this  morn  was  led 
My  bark,  by  soft  winds  piloted. 
— 'Mid  the  mountains  Euganean 
I  stood  listening  to  the  paean 
With  which  the  legion'd  rooks  did  hail 
The  Sun's  uprise  majestical  : 
Gathering  round  with  wings  all  hoar. 
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Through  the  dewy  mist  they  soar 
Like  gray  shades,  till  the  eastern  heaven 
Bursts  ;  and  then,— as  clouds  of  even 
FJeck'd  with  fire  and  azure,  lie 
In  the  unfathomable  sky, — 
So  their  plumes  of  purple  grain 
Starr'd  with  drops  of  golden  rain 
Gleam  above  the  sunlight  woods. 
As  in  silent  multitudes 
On  the  morning's  fitful  gale 
Through  the  broken  mist  they  sail  ; 
And  the  vapours  cloven  and  gleaming 
Follow  down  the  dark  steep  streaming, 
Till  all  is  bright,  and  clear,  and  still 
Round  the  solitary  hill. 

Beneath  is  spread  like  a  green  sea 
The  waveless  plain  of  Lombardy, 
Bounded  by  the  vaporous  air, 
Islanded  by  cities  fair  ; 
Underneath  Day's  azure  eyes. 
Ocean's  nursling,  Venice  lies, — 
A  peopled  labyrinth  of  walls, 
Amphitrite's  destined  halls. 
Which  her  hoary  sire  now  paves 
With  his  blue  and  beaming  waves. 
Lo  !  the  sun  upsprings  behind, 
Broad,  red,  radiant,  half-reclined 
On  the  level  quivering  line 
Of  the  waters  crystalline  ; 
And  before  that  chasm  of  light. 

As  within  a  furnace  bright. 

Column,  tower,  ard  dome,  and  spire, 

Shine  like  obelisks  of  fire. 

Pointing  with  inconstant  motion 

From  the  altar  of  dark  ocean 

To  the  sapphire-tinted  skies  ; 

As  the  flames  of  sacrifice 

From  the  marble  shrines  did  rise 

As  to  pierce  the  dome  of  gold 

Where  Apollo  spoke  of  old. 

Sun-girt  City  !  thou  hasL  been 
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Ocean's  child,  and  then  his  queen  ; 
'  Now  is  come  a  darker  day, 
And  thou  soon  must  be  his  "prey, 
If  the  power  that  raised  thee  here 
Hallow  so  thy  watery  bier. 
A  less  drear  ruin  then  than  now. 
With  thy  conquest-branded  brow 
Stooping  to  the  slave  of  slaves 
From  thy  throne  among  the  waves 
^ViIt  thou  be,— when  the  sea-mew 
Flies,  as  once  before  it  flew, 
O'er  thine  isles  depopulate, 
And  all  is  in  its  ancient  state, 
Save  where  many  a  palace-gate 
With  green  sea-flowers  overgrown 
Like  a  rock  of  ocean's  own, 
Topples  o'er  the  abandon'd  sea 
As  the  tides  change  sullenly. 
The  fisher  on  his  watery  way 
Wandering  at  the  close  of  dav, 
Will  spread  his  sail  and  seize'his  oar 
nil  he  pass  the  gloomy  shore, 
Lest  thy  dead  should,  from  their  sleep, 
Hurstmg  o'er  the  starlight  deep, 
Lead  a  rapid  masque  of  death 
O'er  the  waters  of  his  path. 

^    Noon  descends  around  me  now  : 
ns  the  noon  of  autumn's  glow, 
^yhen  a  soft  and  purple  mist 
Like  a  vaporous  amethyst, 
Or  an  air-dissolved  star 
Mingling  light  and  fragrance,  far 
jF  rom  the  curved  horizon's  bound 
To  the  point  of  heaven's  profound. 
Fills  the  overflowing  sky  ; 
And  the  plains  that  silent  lie 
Underneath  ;  the  leaves  unsodden 
;^here  the  infant  Frost  has  trodden 
AVith  his  morning-winged  feet 
Whose  bright  print  is  gleaming  yel ; 
And  the  red  and  golden  vines 
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Piercing  with  their  trellised  lines 

^ITie  rough,  dark-skirted  wilderness  ; 

The  dun  and  bladed  grass  no  less, 

Pointing  from  this  hoary  tower 

In  the  windless  air  ;  the  flower 

Glimmering  at  my  feet ;  the  line 

Of  the  olive-sandall'd  Apennine 

In  the  south  dimly  islanded  ; 

And  the  Alps,  whose  snows  are  spread 

High  between  the  clouds  and  sun  ; 

And  of  living  things  each  one  ; 

And  my  spirit,  which  so  long 

Darken'd  this  swift  stream  of  song,— 

Interpenetrated  lie 

By  the  glory  of  the  sky  ; 

I3e  it  love,  light,  harmony. 

Odour,  or  the  soul  of  all 

Which  from  heaven  like  dew  doth  fall. 

Or  the  mind  which  feeds  this  verse, 

Peoplinp  the  'one  universe. 

Noi).i  vfe^cends,  and  after  noon 
Autuiiui's  evening  meets  me  soon, 
Leading  the  infantine  moon 
And  that  one  star,  which  to  her 
Almost  seems  to  minister 
Half  the  crimson  light  she  brings 
From  the  sunset's  radiant  springs  : 
And  the  soft  dreams  of  the  morn 
(Which  like  winged  winds  had  borne 
To  that  silent  isle,  which  lies 
'Mid  remember'd  agonies, 
The  frail  bark  of  this  lone  being), 
Pass,  to  other  sufferers  fleeing, 
And  its  ancient  pilot.  Pain, 
Sits  beside  the  helm  again. 

Other  flowering  isles  uuisl  be 
In  the  sea  of  Life  and  Agony  : 
Other  spirits  float  and  flee 
O'er  that  gulf  :  Ev'n  now,  jierhaps, 
On  some  rock  tlie  wild  wave  wraps, 
Y2 
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With  folded  wings  they  waitintr  sit 
'  P  or  my  bark,  to  pilot  it 
To  some  calm  and  blooming  cove  • 
Where  for  me,  and  those  I  love,     ' 
Alay  a  windless  bower  be  built, 
''ar  from  passion,  pain,  and  guilt, 
fn  a  dell  'mid  lawny  hills 
Which  the  wild  sea-murmur  tills 
And  soft  sunshine,  and  the  sound 
Ut  old  forests  echoing  round, 
And  the  light  and  smell  divine 
Of  all  flowers  that  breathe  and  shine. 
—We  may  live  so  happy  there, 
ThPt  the  Spirits  of  the  Air 
En\ymg  us,  may  ev'n  entice 
1  o  our  heahng  paradise 
The  polluting  multitude  : 
But  their  rage  would  be  subdued 
';y  that  dime  divine  and  calm, 
Aijd  the  wmds  whose  wings  rain  balm 
On  the  uplifted  soul,  and  leaves 
Under  which  the  bright  sea  heaves  : 
While  each  breathless  interval 
in  their  whisperings  musical 
1  he  inspired  soul  supplies 
With  its  own  deep  melodies  ; 
And  the  Love  which  heals  all  strife 
Circling,  like  the  breath  of  life, 
All  things  in  that  sweet  abode 
With  Its  own  mild  brotherhood  ;— 
1  hey,  not  it,  would  change  ;  and  soon 
Kvery  sprite  beneath  the  moon 
Would  repent  its  envy  vain. 
And  iVic  Earth  grow  young  again. 

P.  B.  Shdlcy 
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CCCXXII 

ODE  ro  THE  WEST  WIND 

0  wild  West  Wind,  thou  breath  of  Autumn's  liein^r, 

1  hou,  from  whose  unseen  presence  the  leaves  dead 
Are  driven   like  ghosts  from  an  enchanter  fleeing 
V  ellow,  and  black,  and  pale,  and  hectic  red 
restilence-stricken  multitudes  !  O  thou 

Who  chariotest  to  their  dark  wintry  bed 
The  winged  seeds,  where  they  lie  cold  and  low, 
Ji-acn  like  a  corpse  v/ithin  its  grave,  until 
Thine  azure  sister  of  the  Spring  shall  blow 
Her  clarion  o'er  the  dreaming  earth,  and  fill 
({^."ving  sweet  buds  like  flocks  to  feed  in  air) 
W-!  1  o""^  ^"^^  ^"^  odours  plain  and  hill  : 
Wild  Spirit,  which  art  movirg  everywhere  • 
Destroyer  and  Preserver  ;  Hear,  oh  hear  !  " 

Thou  on  whose  stream,  'mid  the  steep  sky's  com- 
motion. 
Loose  clouds  like  earth's  decaying  leaves  are  shed, 
Shook  from  the  tangled  boughs  of  heaven  and  ocean, 
Angels  of  rain  and  lij^htning  !  there  are  spread 
On  the  blue  surface  of  thine  airy  surge, 
Like  the  bright  hair  uplifted  from  the  head 
Of  some  fierce  Maenad,  ev'n  from  the  dim  verge 
Of  the  horizon  to  the  zenith's  height— 
The  locks  of  the  approaching  storm.     Thou  dirge 
Of  the  dying  year,  to  which  this  closing  ni"ht    " 
Will  be  the  dome  of  a  vast  sepulchre, 
Vaulted  with  all  thy  congregated  might 
Of  vapours,  from  whose  solid  atmosphere 
Black  rain,  and  fire,  and  hail,  will  burst :  Oh  hear  ! 

Thou  who  didst  waken  from  his  summer-dreams 
I  he  blue  Mediterranean,  where  he  lay, 
LuU'd  by  the  coil  of  his  crvstalline  streams, 
Keside  a  pumirc  isle  in  Baiae's  bay, 
And  saw  in  sleep  old  palaces  and  towers 
(^niveiing  within  the  wave's  intenser  day, 
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All  overgrown  with  azure  moss,  and  flowers 
go  sweet,  the  sense  faints  picturing  them  !     Thoii 
For  whose  path  the  Atlantic's  level  powei-s 
ThlT  themselves  into  chasms,  while  far  below 
1  he  sea-blooms  and  the  oozy  woods  which  wear 
I  he  sapless  foliage  of  the  ocean,  know 
I  hy  voice   and  suddenly  grow  gray  with  fear 
And  tiemble  and  despoil  themselves :  Oh  hear  ! 

If  I  were  a  dead  leaf  thou  mightest  bear  ; 
Jf  I  were  a  swift  cloud  to  fly  with  thee  • 
A  wave  to  pant  beneath  thy  power,  and  share 

ThoV  T?"^'^^^  ''^y  ''^•■'^"gth'  ^'"Jy  Jess  free 
i  han  rhou,  O  uncontrollable  !    If  even 
1  were  as  in  my  boyhood,  and  could  be 

i.  f}f.T'i^  °^  ^^^  wanderings  over  heaven, 

Hs  then,  when  to  outstrip  thy  skiey  :  .,eed 

Scarce  seem'd  a  vision,-!  would  ne'er  have  striven 

As   h„s  with  thee  in  prayer  in  my  sore  need.  " 

Oh  !  lift  me  as  a  wave,  a  leaf,  a  cloud  ! 

A  ?    "P°"  ^^^  tJ^^^s  of  life  !  I  bleed  ' 

A  heavy  weight  of  hours  has  chain'd  and  bow'd 

One  too  like  thee-tameless,  and  swift,  and  proud. 

xJi^'H  ™^  ?y  Jy^"^'  ev'»  as  the  forest  is  : 
\\  hat  if  my  leaves  are  falling  like  its  own  ! 

w-n  ."^'"l^  °^  thy  mighty  harmonies 
Will  take  from  both  a  deep  autumnal  tone, 

AlTs'ni  •^''rf  ',•?  ''^"'^':     ^^  thou.  Spirit  fierce, 
My  spiiit  !  be  thou  me,  impetuous  one  ' 

Drive  my  dead  thoughts  over  the  universe, 

Like  wither  d  leaves,  to  quicken  a  new  biAh  ; 

And,  by  the  incantation  of  this  verse 

Scatter,  as  from  an  unextinguish'd  hearth 

Ashes  and  sparks,  my  words  among  mankind  I 

Be  through  my  lips  to  unawakcn'd  earth 

1  he  trumpet  of  a  prophecy  !     O  Wind, 

if  Winter  comes,  can  Spring  be  far  behind? 

/'.  B.  Shelley 
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CCCXXIU 

NATURE  AND   THE  POET 

Suggested  by  a  Picture  of  Peek   Castle  in  a  Storm, 
painted  by  Sir  George  Beaumont 

I  was  thy  neighbour  once,  thou  rugged  Pile  ! 
I'^our  summer  weeks  I  dwelt  in  sight  of  thee  : 
I  saw  thee  every  day  ;  and  all  the  while 
'i'hy  Form  was  sleeping  on  a  glassy  sea. 

So  pure  the  sky,  so  quiet  was  the  air  ! 
So  like,  so  very  like,  was  day  to  day  ! 
Whene'er  I  look'd,  thy  image  still  was  there  ; 
It  trembled,  but  it  never  pass'd  away. 

How  perfect  was  the  calm  !     It  seem'd  no  sleep, 
No  mood,  which  season  takes  away,  or  brings  : 
I  could  have  fancied  that  the  mighty  Deep 
Was  even  the  gentlest  of  all  gentle  things. 

Ah  !  then— if  mine  had  been  the  painter's  hand 
To  express  what  then  I  saw  ;  and  add  the  gleam. 
The  light  that  never  was  on  sea  or  land, 
The  consecration,  and  the  Poet's  dream,— 

I  would  have  planted  thee,  thou  hoary  pile. 
Amid  a  world  how  different  from  this  ! 
J3eside  a  sea  that  could  not  cease  to  smile  ; 
On  tranquil  land,  beneath  a  sky  of  bliss. 

Thou  shouldst  have  seem'd  a  treasure-house  divine 
Of  peaceful  years  ;  a  chronicle  of  heaven  ;— 
Of  all  the  sunbeams  that  did  ever  shine 
The  very  sweetest  ha(J  to  thee  been  given. 

A  picture  had  it  been  of  lasting  ease, 
Elysian  quiet,  without  toil  or  strife  ; 
No  motion  but  the  moving  tide  ;  a  breeze  ; 
Or  merely  silent  Nature's  breathing  life. 
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Such,  in  the  fond  ilhision  of  mv  henrt 

A  steadfast  peace  that  n,ight  „„,  b^  gS^iy'd 

Not  for  a  moment  could  I  now  behold 
A  sniding  sea   and  be  what  I  have  been  • 

ihis,  which  I  know,  I  speak  with  mind  Serene 
Then. .Beaumont.  Friend  !  who  would  have  been  the 
If  he  had  lived,  of  Him  whom  I  deplore 

But  welcome  fortitude,  and  patient  cheer 
And  frequent  sights  of  what  is  to  be  borne  ' 
Such  sights,  or  worse,  as  are  before  me  here  • 
Not  without  hope  we  suffer  and  we  mourn     •"" 

IV.  JVonis7vo7-(h 
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THE  POET'S  DREAM 
On  a  Poet's  lips  I  slept 

Tn  fr'"^  ^'\l  ^  Jove-adept 

In  the  sound  his  breathing  kept  • 

1  he  lake-reflected  sun  illume^ 

But  ?rn     ?L  "°'  '^^  ^^'-^t  things  thev  be^ 
But  from  these  create  he  can  ^ 

Forms  more  real  than  living  Man 

Nurshngs  of  Immortality  !         ' 

P.  B.  Shclky 
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GLEN.ALMAm,   THE  NARIWIV  CLEN 

SWn'n'"  P^''':^'  ^^"^ote  from  men 
Tn  tjf-   °.-?l^",'  ^"  the  N'-irrow  Glen  . 
In  this  still  place,  where  mui-murs  on 
But  one  meek  streamlet,  on?y™ne  . 

In  some  complaining,  dim  retreat 
For  fear  and  melaneholy  mee   •   ' 

B«  this  ,s  calm;, here 'cannot  be 
A  more  entire  tranquillity 
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'      r^  ^?°«:5  ,^hcn  the  Bard  sleep  lierc  indeed  ' 
Or  IS  It  but  a  groundless  creed  ' 
What  matters  it?— I  blame  theui  not 
Whose  fancy  in  this  lonely  spot 
Was  moved  ;  and  in  such  way  express'd 
I  heir  notion  of  its  perfect  rest. 
A  convent,  even  a  hermit's  cell, 
Would  hreak  the  silence  of  this' Del  1  • 
It  IS  not  quiet,  is  not  ease  ; 
]|ut  something  deeper  far  than  these  : 
1  he  separation  that  is  here 
Is  of  the  grave  ;  and  t.f  austere 
Yet  happy  feelings  of  the  dead  : 
And,  therefore,  was  it  rightly  said 
I  hat  Ossian,  last  of  all  his  race  • 
Lies  buried  in  this  lonely  place. 
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The  World  is  too  much  with  us  ;  late  and  soon, 
Get  ing  and  spending,  we  lay  waste  our  powers  • 
Little  we  see  m  Nature  that  is  ours  • 
We  have  given  our  hearts  away,  a  sordid  boon  ! 

This  Sea  that  bares  her  bosom  to  the  moon. 
Ihe  winds  that  will  be  howling  at  all  hours 
And  are  up-gather'd  now  like  sleeping  flowers. 
Por  this,  for  every  thing,  we  are  out  of  tune  ; 

It  moves  us  not.— Great  God  !  I'd  rather  be 
A  1  agan  suckled  in  a  creed  outworn,— 
So  might  I,  standing  on  this  pleasant  lea, 

Ilave  glimpsesthat  would  make  me  less  forlorn  : 

Have  sight  of  Proteus  rising  from  the  sea  ; 

Or  hear  old  1  riton  blow  his  wreathed  horn.      .J 

IV.    Woydnvorth.     ' 
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CCCXXVII 

mm  IN  h'fXCS  COLLEGE  CILAPEl. 
CAMBRrnCE 

W^h"[!i  ^'^^^y?*  ^'^'"t  ^vith  vain  expense, 

(Albeit  labouruig  for  a  scanty  band 

<  )f  white-robecl  Scholars  only)  this  immense 

Ami  glorious  work  of  fine  intelligence  ' 

-(.ive  all  thou  canst ;  high  Heaven  rejects  the  lore 

Of  nicely-calculated  less  or  more  — 

So  (leem'd  the  man  who  fashionVi  for  the  sense 

These  lofty  pillars,  spread  that  branching  roof 

Sc  f.poised,  and  scoop'd  into  ten  thousand  cells 

Where  light  and  shade  repose,  where  music  d tils 

nl^f th"^":?"'^  wandering  on  as  loth  to  die  : 
Thnt  ttv^       vvhose  very  sweetness  yieldeth  proof 
1  hat  they  were  born  for  immortality.  * 

W.    lFo}'<fs7vor//i 
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CCCXXVIII 

ODE  OAT  A  GRECLAN  rEX 

Thou  still  unravish'd  bride  of  quietness, 

Ihou  foster-child  of  silence  and  slow  time 
Sylvan  historian,  who  canst  thus  express 

Who.  ^f7•^'''^"?°'^  '^^^^'y  than  our  rhyme  : 
\\  hat  leaf-fnnged  legend  haunts  about  thy  shape 
Of  deities  or  mortals,  or  of  both  ' 

In  Tempe  or  the  dales  of  Arcady  ? 
W  hat  men  or  gods  are  these  ?   What  maidens  loth  - 

What  pipes  and  timbrels  ?  What  wild  ecstasy? 
Heard  melodies  are  sweet,  but  those  unheard 

Are  sweeter  ;  therefore,  ye  soft  pipes,  pfay  on  ; 
iNot  to  the  sensual  e^v   Init    mn-n  - r.  i   .  ^1 

1  ipe  to  the  spirit  ditties  of  no  tone  : 
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^'^lr  youth,  beneath  the  trees,  thou  canst  not  leave 

I  m"t^'  "'^''  *^^'^'"  ^^"^  ^'^'^^e  trees  l)e  bare  • 
l^old  Lover,  never,  never  canst  thou  kiss. 
1  liough  winning  near  the  go.il-yet,  do  not  grieve  ; 
She  cannot  fade,  though  thou  hast  not  thy  bliss 
For  ever  svUt  thou  love,  and  she  be  fair  !        ' 

Ah,  happy,  happy  boughs  !  that  cannot  shed 

\our  leaves,  nor  ever  bid  the  Spring  adi.ni  • 
And,  happy  melodist,  unwearied. 

Forever  piping  songs  for  ever  new  ; 
More  happy  love  !  more  happy,  hapi^y  love  I 

I'or  ever  warm  and  still  to  be  enjoy'd 
A 11  u  °'"  f  .'^^  panting,  and  for  ever  young  • 
All  breathing  human  passion  far  above, 

1  hat  leaves  a  heart  high-sorrowful  and  cloy'd. 
A  burning  forehead,  and  a  parching  tongue! 

Who  are  these  coming  to  the  sacrifice  ? 
T     ^'Y^'u*  S'f "  '?^'^''  °  mysterious  priest, 
k}  m?'  *^^^  ^^'^^*'  lowing  at  the  skies. 

WW  r?      V  '"'t''"  ^^"'"  ^^^h  garlands  drest  ? 
vvnat  little  town  by  river  or  sea  shore, 

Or  mountain-built  with  peaceful  citadel 
Is  emptied  of  this  folk,  this  pious  morn  ? 

w'-i,  "-t^  ^°Y"'  ^'^y  ^^'■^ets  for  evermore 
wu     "'  be  ;  and  not  a  soul  to  tell 
Why  thou  art  desolate,  can  e'er  return. 

O  Attic  shape  !  Fair  attitude  !  with  brede 
iir- ^  'i'^'^ble  men  and  maidens  overwroucht 
AVith  forest  branches  and  the  trodden  weed  • 

Ihou,  silent  form,  dost  tease  us  out  of  thought 
As  doth  eternity  :     Cold  Pastoral ' 

When  old  age  shall  this  generation  waste, 
1  hou  Shalt  remain,  in  midst  of  other  woe 
Ihan  ours,  a  friend  to  man,  to  whom  thou  sav'st 
Beauty  is  truth,  truth  beauty,'— that  is  all    "  ' 
\  e  know  on  earth,  and  all  ye  need  to  know. 

J.   Keats 
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YOUril  AND  AGE 

Verse,  a  breeze  'mid  blossoms  strayin. 
Where  Hope  clung  feeding,  Hke  a  bee- 
Jioth  wore  mme  I  Life  went  a-niaving 
With  Nature,  Hope,  and  Poesy, 
When  I  was  young  ! 
When  I  was  young  ?— Ah,  woful  when  ! 
Ah  !  for  the  change  'twixt  Now  and  Then 
1  his  breathing  house  not  built  with  ^nnds, 
1  his  body  that  does  me  grievous  .  rung, 

0  er  aery  cliffs  and  glittering  sar  .is 

1  low  lightly  then  it  llash'd  alonj  : 
Like  those  trim  skiffs,  unknown  -f 
On  winding  lakes  and  rivers  wide, 
That  ask  no  aid  of  sail  or  oar. 
That  fear  no  spite  of  wind  or  tide  ! 
Nought  eared  this  body  for  wind  or  weather 
\Vhen  Youth  and  I  lived  in't  together. 

Flowers  are  lovely  ;  Love  is  flower-like  ; 
i"  nendship  is  a  sheltering  tree  ; 
()!  the  joys,  that  came  down  shower-like, 
Of  I<  nendship.  Love,  and  Liberty, 

Ere  I  was  old  ! 
Ere  I  was  old  ?  Ah  woful  Ere, 
Which  tells  me,  Youth's  no  longer  here  ! 
2,7?"'^  •  f*^^  y^ai's  so  many  and  sweet,  * 
Tis  known  that  Thou  and  I  were  one, 

1 11  think  it  but  a  a  fond  conceit 

It  cannot  be,  that  Thou  art  gone  ! 
'J'hy  vesper-bell  hath  not  yet  toll'd  :  - 
And  thou  wert  aye  a  masker  bold  ! 
What  strange  disguise  hast  now  put  on 
lo  make  believe  that  Thou  art  gone? 
I  sec  these  locks  in  stlvery  slips. 
This  drooping  gait,  this  alter^i  size  : 
But  Springtide  blossoms  on  thy  lips. 
And  tears  take  sunshine  from  Uiine  eyes  ' 
Life  is  but  Thought  :  so  think  I  will 
That  Youth  and'l  are  house-mates  still. 
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•  iHit  the  tears  of  mournful  eve  ! 
Where  no  hope  is,  life's  a  warning 
1  hat  only  serves  to  make  us  grievx- 
When  we  are  old  : 

With  oft  and  tedious  taking-leave, 
J>ike  some  poor  nigh-related  guest 
1  hat  may  not  rudely  be  dismist, 
A?/,^  ?  out-stay'd  his  welcome  while 
And  tells  the  jest  without  the  smile. 

■i.  T.  Coleridge 


CCCXXX 
THE  TWO  APRIL  MORNINGS 

VVt  wallc'd  along,  while  bright  and  red 
Uprose  the  morning  sun  • 
And  Matthew  stopp'd,  he  look'd,  and  said 
Ihe  will  of  God  be  done  ! ' 

A  village  schoolmaster  was  he, 
With  hair  of  glittering  gray  ; 
AS  bJithe  a  man  as  you  could  see 
<Jn  a  spring  holiday. 

And  Z  Jh""*  T'^}''^'  .^^'^"^H  the  grass 
And  by  the  steaming  rills 

We  travell'd  merrily,  to  pass 
A  day  among  the  hills. 

'Our  work,'  said  I,  'was  well  begun  : 

T    '"\?°"V^^y  breast  what  though  . 
Beneath  so  beautiful  a  sun, 
bo  sad  a  sigh  has  brought  ? ' 

A  second  time  did  I\[auhew  stop  ; 
And  fixing  still  his  eye 
Upon  the  eastern  n^juntain-toi), 
1  o  me  he  made  reply : 
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'Yon  cloud  with  that  long  purple  cleft 
Jjrmgs  fresh  into  my  mind 
A  day  like  this,  which  I  have  left 
Inill  thirty  years  behind. 

'And  just  above  yon  slope  of  corn 
buch  colours,  and  no  other, 
VVere  in  the  sky  that  April  morn, 
Of  this  the  very  brother. 

'With  rod  and  line  I  sued  the  sport 
Which  that  sweet  season  gave 
And  to  the  church-yard  come,'stopp'd  short 
Beside  my  daughter's  grave. 

'Nine  summers  had  she  scarcely  seen 
1  he  pride  of  all  the  vale ;  ' 

And  then  she  sang, -she  would  have  been 
A  very  nightingale. 

'Six  feet  in  earth  my  Emma  lay  : 
And  yet  I  loved  her  more— 
For  so  it  seem'd,-than  till  that  day 
I  e  er  had  loved  before. 

'And  turning  from  her  grave,  I  met, 
Jieside  the  churchyard  yew, 
A  blooming  Girl,  whose  hair  was  wet 
NV'th  points  of  morning  dew. 

'  A  basket  on  her  head  she  bare  ; 
Iler  brow  was  smooth  and  white  : 
To  see  a  child  so  very  fair. 
It  was  a  pure  delight ! 

•No  fountain  from  its  rocky  cave 
E  er  tripjj'd  with  foot  so  free  ; 
She  seem'd  as  happy  as  a  wave 
That  dances  on  the  sea. 

^!?^'!'^.'^^"^^  ^^"^'^  '"e  a  sigh  of  pain 
Which  I  could  ill  confine  ; 
I  look'd  at  her,  and  look'd  again  : 
And  did  not  wish  her  mine  ! 
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—Matthew  is  in  his  grave,  yet  now 
Methinks  I  see  him  stand 
As  at  that  moment,  with  a  bough 
Of  wilding  in  his  hand. 

W.   Wordsworth 
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THE  FOUNTAIN 

A  Conversation 

We  talk'd  with  open  heart,  and  tongue 
Affectionate  and  true, 
A  pair  of  friends,  though  I  was  young, 
And  Matthew  seventy-two. 

^^(e  lay  benear.h,  a  spreading  oak. 
Beside  a  mossy  seat ; 
And  from  the  turf  a  fountain  broke 
And  gurgled  at  our  feet. 

'Now,  Matthew  ! '  said  I,  'let  us  match 
This  water's  pleasant  tune 
With  some  old  border-song,  or  catch 
That  suits  a  summer's  noon  ; 

*  Or  of  the  church-clock  and  the  chimes 
Sing  here  beneath  the  shade 
That  half-mad  thing  of  witty  rhymes 
Which  you  last  April  made  !  ' 

In  silence  Matthew  lay,  and  eyed 
The  spring  beneath  the  tree  ; 
And  thus  the  dear  old  man  replied, 
The  gray-hair'd  man  of  glee  : 

*  No  check,  no  stay,  this  Streamlet  fears, 
How  me! '  -ly  it  goes  ! 
'Twill  murmur  on  a  thousand  years 
And  flow  as  nov  it  flows. 
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'  And  Jicre,  on  this  delightful  dnv, 
I  cannot  choose  but  think 
How  oft,  a  vigorous  man,  I  lay 
i3eside  this  fountain's  brink. 

•My  eyes  are  dim  with  childish  tears 
My  heart  is  idly  stirr'd, 
for  the  same  sound  is  in  my  cars 
Which  m  those  days  I  heard. 

'Thus  fares  it  still  in  our  decay  : 
And  yet  the  wiser  mind 
Mourns  less  for  what  Age  takes  away, 
1  han  what  it  leaves  behind. 

'The  blackbird  amid  leafy  trees. 

1  he  lark  above  the  hill. 

Let  loose  their  carols  when  they  ijlease 

Are  quiet  when  they  will.  '   ' 

'With  Nature  never  do  they  wace 
A  foolish  strife  ;  they  see 
A  happy  youth,  and  their  old  a^je 
Is  beautiful  and  free  : 

'But  we  are  press'd  by  heavy  laws  ; 
And  often,  glad  no  more, 

Wewearafaceof  joy,  because 
VV  e  have  been  glad  of  yore. 

'If  there  be  one  who  need  bemoan 
His  kindred  laid  in  earth, 
The  household  hearts  that  were  his  own,~ 
■It  IS  the  man  of  mirth.  ' 

'r^'MflT'  K^  ^"'"'''  ''^'■^  '-^J'^^st  gone, 
A  ^1       ^^  ^^^^^  approved, 
And  many  love  me  ;  but  by  none 
Am  I  enough  beloved.' 

'Now  both  himself  and  me  he  wrongs 
The  man  who  thus  complains  ' 
1  live  and  sing  my  idle  songs 
Upon  these  happy  phuns  : 
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'  -l,^"^^  ^latthew,  for  thy  children  dead 
I  11  be  a  son  to  thee  ! ' 
At  this  he  grasp'.,  my  hand  and  said, 
Alas!  that  cannot  be.' 

--We  rose  up  from  the  fountain-side  ; 
And  down  the  smooth  descent 
Of  the  green  sheep-track  did  we  glide  ; 
And  through  the  wood  we  went  ; 

And  ere  we  came  to  Leonard's  rock 
He  sang  those  witty  rhymes 
About  the  crazy  old  church-clock, 
And  the  bewilder'd  chimes. 

IV.   iVordmortk 
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THE  RIVER  OF  Ll,  ,. 

'^'l?  '^"•■e  we  \\m'.,  more  brief  appear 

Uur  life  s  succe(;ding  stages  : 
A  day  to  childhood  seems  a  year, 

And  years  like  passing  ages. 

The  gladsome  crrrent  of  our  youth 
Ere  passion  yet  disorders,  ' 

Steals  lingering  like  a  river  smooth 
Along  Its  grassy  borders. 

But  as  the  care-worn  cheek  grows  wan 
_  And  sorrow's  shr/ti   ly  thicker,         ' 
\c  Stars,  that  measure  l-:'"e  +o  man, 
Why  seem  your  courses  quicker  ? 

When  joys  have  lost  their  bloom  and  breath 

And  life  itself  is  vapid. 
Why,  as  we  reach  the  Falls  of  Death, 

I"  eel  we  its  tide  more  rapid  ? 

It  may  be  strange— yet  who  would  change 
I  i"ie  s  course  to  slower  speeding. 

When  one  by  one  our  friends  have  gone 
And  left  our  bosoms  bleedinf^  > 
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Heaven  gives  our  years  of  fadine  strenctli 
Indemnifying  fleetness ;  ^^ 

And  those  of  youth,  a  seeming  lengtli 
l^roportion'd  to  their  sweetness. 

T.   Campbell 
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THE  HUMAN  SEASONS 
Four  Seasons  fill  the  mpasure  of  the  year  • 
llX.Tw  ^T  'l"^°J^^  '"  ^he  mind  of  man  • 
?nl^f  ■    '\}T^  ^P""^^'  ^hen  fancy  clear 
lakes  in  all  beauty  with  an  easy  span  : 

He  has  his  Summer,  when  luxuriously 

Spnng  s  honey'd  cud  of  youthful  thoneht  he  love. 

ro  ruminate,  and  by  such  dreaming  h|h 

Is  nearest  unto  heaven  :  quiet  coves 

Se'fuX^h'V"  '''  '^"'^'""'  ^^^"  his  wings 
ile  furleth  close  ;  contented  so  to  look 

On  mists  m  idleness-to  let  fair  things 

Pass  by  unheeded  as  a  threshold  broSc. 

?>  i!f  ?^'  ^^?^,'!:  ^°°  °^  P^le  misfeature, 
(^i  else  he  would  forego  his  mortal  nature. 

./.  fCeais 

cccxxxiv 
A  DTRGE 

Rough  wind,  that  moanest  loud 

Cirief  too  sad  for  song  ; 
Wild  wind,  when  sullen  cloud 

Knells  all  the  night  long  ; 
Sad  storm  whose  tears  are  vain, 
Hare  woods  whose  branches  stain 
J)eep  caves  and  dreary  main,— 

\vail  for  the  world's  wron^  ' 

/'.  B.  Shelley 
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THA'ENOS 

O  World  !  O  Life  !  O  Time  I 
On  whose  last  steps  I  climb 

Trembling  at  that  wh.-re  I  had  .stood  beforn  : 
When  will  return  the  glory  of  your  prime  ? 
JNo  more— Oh,  never  more  ! 

Out  of  the  day  and  night 
A  joy  has  taken  flight': 

Fresh  spring  and  summer,  j-ad  winter  hoar 
Move  my  famt  heart  with  grief,  but  with  deli- ht 
r.  o  more—Ojij  never  more  ! 

P.  B.  Shelley 
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THE  TR  OS  A  CHS 

There's  not  a  nook  within  this  solemn  Pass 
But  were  an  apt  confessional  for  One  ' 

Taught  by  his  summer  spent,  his  autumn  gone, 
that  Life  is  but  a  tale  of  morning  grass 

Wither'd  at  eve.     From  scenes  of  art  which  chase 
Ihat  thought  away,  turn,  ?-.  1  with  watchful  eyes 
Feed  it  'mid  Nature's  old  fe.. cities, 
Rocks,  rivers,  and  smooth  lakes  more  clear  than  glass 

Untouch'd,  unbreathed  upon  .—Thrice  happy  quest, 

L    T  ^  S°^'^^"  P'^^'^h  °f  aspen  spray 
(October  s  workmanship  to  rival  May), 

The  pensive  warbler  of  the  ruddy  breast 
Ihat  moral  sweeten  by  a  heaven-taught  lay. 
Lulling  the  year,  with  all  its  cares,  to  rest ! 

W,  Wordsworth 
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xMy  heart  leaps  up  when  I  behold 

A  rainbow  in  the  sky  • 
So  was  it  when  my  life  began, 
bo  IS  It  now  I  am  a  man, 

So  be  It  when  I  shall  grow  old 
Or  let  me  die  ! 

And  I  cou  d  wish  my  days  to  be 
Bound  each  to  each  by  natural  piety. 

l^F.  Woydswori/i 

CCCXXXVIII 

ODE  ON  INT/MA  riONS  OF  IMMORTAI ITY 
FROM  RECOLLECTIONS  OF  EARLY 
CHILDHOOD 
1/  There  was  a  time  when  meadow,  grove  and  slrpnm 
Ihe  earth,  and  every  common  sig^t       '  ^'"' 

To  me  did  seem 

Apparell'd  in  celestial  light. 
The  glory  and  the  freshness  of  a  dre^m. 
It  IS  not  now  as  it  hath  been  of  yore  •-- 

Turn  wheresoe'er  I  may,      ' 
TJ,    *r,-  ,?y  night  or  day, 

The  thmgs  which  I  have  seen  I  now  can  see  no  more. 

The  rainbow  comes  and  goes, 
And  lovely  is  the  rose  ; 
Ihe  moor  doth  with  delight 

Wat"e"s  on' 7!^'"  '^'  T'^'"'  ^'^  '^^re  ; 
waieis  on  a  starry  night 
Are  beautiful  and  fair  ; 
1  ho  sunshine  is  a  glorious  birth  ; 
Th.f  .1  ^\^  J"""^'  where'er  I  go,        ' 
1  hat  there  hath  past  away  a  glory  from  the  earth.     > 

Now   while  the  birds  thus  sing  a  joyous  sontr 
And  while  the  young  lami  bound        ^' 
As  to  the  tabor^s  sound. 
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lo  me  alone  there  came  a  thought  of  jriief  • 
A  timely  utterance. gave  that  thought  relief, 

And  I  again  am  strong. 
I  he  cataracts  blow  tHeir  trumpets  from  the  steep  ;_ 
No  more  shall  grief  of  mine  the  season  wrong  • 
I  hear  the  echoes  through  the  mountains  throng, 
Ihe  winds  come  to  me  from  the  fields  ot  sleep 
And  all  the  earth  is  gay  ;  ' 

Land  and  sea 
Give  themselves  up  to  jollit\-, 

And  with  the  heart  of  May 
Doth  every  beast  keep  holiday  ;— 
Thou  child  of  joy 
Shout  round  me   let  me  hear  thy  shouts,  thou  happy 
Shepherd-boy  .'V 

Ye  blessed  Creatures,  I  have  hoard  the  call 

,  ^  *°  ^^^^  o'^^''  "^ake  ;  I  see 
Ihe  heavens  laugh  with  you  in  your  jubilee  • 
My  h^art  is  at  your  festival,  ' 

,,,,     .  My  head  hath  its  coronal, 
Ihe  fulness  of  your  bliss,  I  feel— I  feel  it  all. 
Oh  evil  day  !  if  I  were  sullen 
While  Earth  herself  is  adorning 

This  sweet  May-morning ; 
And  the  children  are  culling 

On  every  side 
In  a  thousand  valleys  far  and  wide 

\n^  fV,    Z^u\  ^""^^^^  '  '''^^'^  ^^^  «""  shines  warm 
And  the  babe  leaps  up  on  his  mother's  arm  :— 

I  hear,  I  hear,  with  joy  I  hear  ! 

V  •     1    r",-?"^  1^^^"^'^  ^  ^*'^^'  °^  '"any,  one, 
A  single  field  which  I  have  look'd  upon, 

lioth  of  them  speak  of  something  that  is  gone  • 

The  pansy  at  my  feet 

wru-.u      ■    n  P^*^  ^^^  ^^"^^  ta^e  repeat : 

Y  Jither  is  fled  the  visionary  gleam  ? 

Where  is  it  now,  the  glory  and  the  dream  ? 

Our  birth  is  but  a  sleep  and  a  forgetting  • 
Ihe  Soul  that  rises  with  us,  our  life's  Star, 
Hath  had  elsewhere  its  setting 
And  Cometh  fr  -m  afar ; 
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Not  in  entire  forgetfulnoss, 
And  not  in  utter  nakedness, 
I-iiit  trailing  clouds  of  glory  do  we  come 

From  God,  who  is  our  home  : 
Heaven  lies  about  us  in  our  infancy  ! 
Shades  of  the  prison-house  begin  to  close 

Upon  the  growing  Bov, 
liut  he  beholds  the  light,  and  whence  it  flows, 

He  sees  it  in  his  joy  ; 
The  Youth,  who  daily  farther  from  the  east 
Must  travel,  still's  Nature's  priest. 
And  by  the  vision  splendid 
Is  on  his  way  attended  ; 
At  length  the  Man  perceives  it  die  away. 
And  fade  into  the  light  of  common  day.    /^ 

Earth  fills  her  lap  with  pleasures  of  her  own  ; 
Yearnings  she  hath  in  her  own  natural  kind, 
And,  even  with  something  of  a  mother's  mind 
And  rK)  unworthy  aim. 
The  homely  nurse  doth  all  she  can 
To  make  her  foster-child,  her  inmate,  Man, 

Forget  the  glories  he  hath  known, 
And  that  imperial  palace  whence  he  came. 

Behold  the  Child  among  his  new-born  blisses, 
A  six  years'  darling  of  a  pigmy  size  ! 
See,  where  'mid  work  of  his  own  hand  he  lies, 
Fretted  by  sallies  of  his  mother's  kisses. 
With  light  upon  him  from  his  father's  eyes  ! 
See,  at  his  feet,  some  little  plan  or  chart, 
vSome  fragment  from  his  dream  of  human  life. 
Shaped  by  himself  with  newly-lenrnc'd  art ; 

A  wedding  or  a  festival, 

A  mourning  or  a  funeral  ; 

And  this  hath  now  his  heart, 

And  unto  this  he  frames  his  song  : 
Then  Will  he  fit  his  tongue 
To  dialogues  of  business,  love,  or  strife  ; 

But  it  will  not  be  long 

Ere  this  be  thrown  aside. 

And  with,  new  joy  and  pride 
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The  little  actor  cdis  another  part  ; 

W   hHnT  p"'  '°  '^T  ^''^  'l^"'"0'ous  stage' 
\V,th  a  I   he  Per^..n,,  down       palsied  Age, 
1  hat  life  bni,-  «,  ifh  li . ■       her'^quipage  ; 

As  u  his  \s  hole  vocation  - 

WcTP  endless  iniitatiuu, 

Tliou,  whose  exterior  semblance  iloth  belie 
Tu      t.    ^  ''^  ■'*°"' -"^  immensity  ; 
1  hou  best  philosopher,  who  yet  fir,  .■  '      , 
I  hy  heritage,  thou  eye  among  T...e  blind, 

I  Fnnnf  ?f  """'^  Silent,  read 'st  the  eternal  deep, 
Haunted  for  ever  by  the  eternal  Mind  — 

Mighty  Prophet !  Seer  blest! 
.,,,     ,      On  whom  those  truths  do  rest 
Which  we  are  toiling  all  our  lives  to  find 
In  darkness  lost,  the  darkness  of  the  grave  • 
' .' ou,  over  whom  thy  Immortality  * 

Jiroods  like  the  day,  a  master  o'er  a  slave, 
A  (  resenpe  which  is  not  to  be  put  ])v  • 
Ihou  little  child,  yet  glorious  in  the  might 

Wh^^'' -fif'^^u"  ^'"^"^""^  °"  ^^y  being's  height, 
^^hy  with  such  earnest  pains  dost  t  lou  provoke 

T^  ^kk'V,^  ^""g  ^^^  '"^^ita'  le  yoke,  ^ 
Thus  bhndly  with  thy  blessedness  at  strife' 
Pul  soon  thy  soul  shall  have  her  earthly  fi'cight. 
And  custom  lie  upon  thee  with  a  weight 
Heavy  as  frost,  nnd  deep  almost  as  life  ! 

O  joy  !  that  in  our  embers 
Is  something  that  doth  live, 
That  Nature  yet  remembers 
What  was  so  fugitive  ! 

1  eipetual  benedict,  v, :  noc  indeed 
I'or  that  which  is  most  worthy  to  be  blest. 
JCf'S^  /"d  liberty,  the  simple  creed 
C^'f  Childhood,  whet'  „.  nisy  or  at  res* 
With  new-fledged  hope  still  fluttering  in  his  breast : 
-Not  for  these  I  raise 

,,      The  song  of  thanks  and  prai,    ; 

iSut  for  those  obstinate  que'"  mings 


Fourth 

Of  sense  and  outward  things, 
Fallings  from  us,  vanishings  ; 
Blank  misgivings  of  a  creature 
Moving  a])out  in  worlds  not  realized. 
High  instincts,  before  which  our  mortal  nature 
Did  tremble  like  a  guilty  thing  surprized  : 
But  for  those  first  alfections, 
Those  shadowy  recollections, 

Which,  be  they  w  hat  they  may, 
Are  yet  the  fountain-light  of  all  our  dav 
Are  yet  a  master-light  of  all  our  seeing  • 

Uphold  us,  cherish,  and  have  power  to  make 
Our  noisy  years  seem  moments  in  the  being 
Of  the  eternal  Silence  :  truths  that  wake, 

To  perish  never ; 
Which  neither  listlessness,  nor  mad  ei..,cavour, 

Nor  man  nor  boy 
>ior  all  that  is  at  enmity  with  joy, 
Can  utterly  abolish  or  destroy  ! 

Hence,  in  a  season  of  calm  weather 
Though  inland  far  wc  be, 
Our  souls  have  sight  of  that  immortal  sea 
Which  brought  us  hither  ; 
Can  in  a  moment  travel  thither— 
And      -  the  children  sport  upon  the  shore. 
And  hear  the  mighty  waters  rolling  evermore. 

•^Then,  s-     ye  bir-  !s,  sing,  sing  a  joyous  song  ! 
And  le'  the  young  lambs  bound 
As  to  '       tabor's  sound  ! 
We,  in  thouj^   i,  will  join  your  throng 
Ve  that  pipe  nnd  ye  that  play. 
Ye  that  through  your  hearts  to-day 
Feel  the  gladness  of  the  May  ! 

What  though  the  vadiance  which  was  once  so  britrht 

be  now  for  ever  'aken  from  my  sight, 

Though  nothing  can  bring  back  the  hour 

Of  splendour  in  the  grass,  .,f  glory  in  the  flower  ; 
We  wdl  grieve  not,  rather  find 
Strength  in  what  remains  behind  ; 
In  the  primal  ;ympathy 
Which  having  been  must  ever  be  ; 
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111  the  soothing  thouglits  that  sprinir 
Out  of  human  sutTering  ; 
In  the  faith  th  U  looks  through  death, 
In  years  that  bring  the  philosophic  mind.     ^ 

And  O   ye  Fountains,  Meadows,  Hills,  and  Groves. 

I'orbode  not  an_  severing  of  our  loves  ! 

Yet  in  my  heart  of  hearts  I  feel  your  might  ; 

I  only  have  relinquish'd  one  delight 

To  live  beneath  your  more  habitual  sway  : 

I  love  the  brooks  which  down  their  channels  fret 

Jbven  more  than  when  I  tripp'd  lightly  as  they  : 

The  mnocent  brightness  of  a  new-born  day 

Is  lovely  yet ; 
The  clouds  that  gather  round  the  setting  sun 
Do  take  a  sober  colouring  from  an  eye 
That  hath  kept  watch  o'er  man's  mortality  : 
Another  race  hath  been,  and  other  palms  are  won. 
1  hanks  to  the  human  heart  by  which  we  live, 
.1  han.l^s  to  its  tenderness,  its  joys,  and  fears, 
1  o  me  the  meanest  flower  that  blows  can  give\ 
Thoughts  that  do  often  lie  too  deep  for  tears.  | 

IV.    Wordsworth 


cccxxxix 

Music,  when  soft  voices  die, 
Vibrates  in  the  memory — 
Odours,  when  sweet  violets  sicken. 
Live  within  the  sense  they  quicken. 

Rose  leaves,  when  the  rose  is  dead, 
Are  heap'd  for  the  beloved's  bed  ; 
And  so  thy  thoughts,  when  Thou  art  gone. 
Love  itself  shall  slumber  on. 

J\  B.   Shelley 


(gnt  of  ibc  ^oIb£u  S^rcasiug 
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Summary  of  Book  First 

vails.    Few  readers  can  fen  ^.^^^        """fonnity  of  tone  pre- 
«"«8«>l.i«;.  cadi,  p,'^p"  StheTyr'rc    "  ='°""'''"«  '"■'°''»". 

ancient,  but  Le  ami  spealfnT?!^}^^  neither  modern  nor 
thronghoutalla-es         '^^'^^'^'^S  to  t.ie  heart  of  man  alike 
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3  w'u'st;  hushed,  qiilotctl. 

4  noiiaeMemnon' a  mother  :  Awaken  the  Dawn  from  tlie 
.lark  Earth  and  the  clouds  wliere  she  is  resting    iVis 
IS  one  of  that  limited  class  of  early  mythes  which 
■riay  be  reasonably  interpreted  as  rerrcson  ations  of 
rf.*rfi  Pl'^noniena     Aurora  in  the  old  n.vtho logy  s 
mother  of  Memnon  (the  East),  and  wife  .  f  Tithonus 
(the  appearances  of  Earth  and  Sky  durinc^  the  ln«f 
hours  of  Night).      She  leaves  him  e^4  "  i^>4  ng  i 
SuTwhfl^l'TV'^P'"'^''''"''  tl,e  way  for-phoelms^(t  , 
S?grSness  ""'  ''"'"'  '"  P^H^etual  old  age 
ko^^i  *^  f  «neM«'  stream  ;  Phoebus  loved  the  Nymph 
Daphne  whom  he  met  by  the  river  Peneus  in  the  S 
of  Tempe.    L.  27  Amphion'a  lyre:   He   was  said  fn 
have  built  the  walls  of  Thebel  to  the  soumrof  h 
music.    L.  35  Sight  W^o  a  drunkard  reels  :  Compare 
Uomeo  and  Juliet,  Act  II,  Scene  3:   'The  grev-evrd 
morn  smiles,'  &c.-It  should  be  added  that  three 

mes,  which  appeared  hopelessly  misprinted     have 
been  omitted  in  this  Poem.  i' "^eu,   lla^e 

Time's    cheat:   iu    which    he    is    figuratively    sup- 
posed  to   lay  up  past    treasures.     So    in  Troilis 
Act     11^    Scene    3,    'Time    hath    a    wallet    at     f^ 
Sm6  Arcadia,  cheat  is  used  to  signify 

A  fine  example  of  the  highwrought  and  conventional 
Elizabethan  Pastoralism,  which  it  would  be  un- 
reasouable  to  criticize  on  the  ground  of  the  un- 
shepherdhke  or  unreal  character  of  some  ima- '., 
Son  '^  ^  ^'"'^  perhaps  inserted  by  Izaak 

This  beautiful  lyric  is  one  of  several  recovered  from 
the  very  rare  Elizabethan  Song-books,  for  the  publi- 
cation of  which  our  thanks  are  due  to  Mr.  A    H 
Bullen  (1887,  1888). 

One  stanza  lias  been  here  omitted,  in  accordance 
with  the  principle  noticed  in  the  Preface.  SimUar 
omissions  occur  in  a  few  other  poems.  The  more 
serious  abbreviation  by  which  it  has  been  r.ttemnted 
to  bring  CrashaWs  'Wishes'  and  Shelley's  'Euga- 
iiean  Hills,  ^ylth  one  or  two  more,  within  the  scheme 
ot  this  selection,  is  commended  with  much  diffidence 
to  the  judgment  of  readers  acquainted  with  the 
original  pieces. 

Sidney's  poetry  is  singularly  unequal ;  his  short  life 
us  frequent  absorption  in  public  employment' 
hindered  doubtless  the  development  of  his  genius' 
J  lis  great  contemporary  fame,  second  onlv  it" 
appears,  to  Spenser's,  has  been  hence  obscured 
At  times  he  is  heavy  and  even  prosaic ;  his 
.simplicity  IS  rude  and  bare;  hi^  erse  unmelodious. 
Ihcse,  however,  are  the  '  defects  iif  his  merits  '    In 
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a  certain  depth  and  chivalry  of  feeling,-in  the  rare 
and  nob  e  quality  of  disinterestedness  (to  put  it  in 
one  word),-he  has  no  superior,  hardly  perhaps  an 
^qual,  amongst  our  Poets;  and  after  or  beside 
.Shakespoare  s  bonnets,  \xx^  AUrovhel  and  Stelta,  in  the 
Ivlitor  sjudginent,  oilers  the  most  intense  and  power- 
tul  picture  ot  the  passion  of  love  in  the  whole  range 
of  our  poHtvy.--Hundred8  of  years:  'The  verv 
rapture  of  love,'  says  Mr.  Ruskin;  'A  lover  lik.- 
tni8_  does  not  believe  his  mistress  can  grow   old 

S'fhl^"'  have  visited  Italy  will  be  reminded  of 

Tantv^m,!','!^  P'fr"'"  K^'^''^  gorgeous  Vision  of 
Beauty,  equally  sublune  and  pure  in  its  Paradisaieul 
naturalness.  Lodge  wote  it  on  a  vovage  to  'tl  ' 
Islands    of  Terceras  and   the    Canaries ;"    and      e 

smT±.f^^'''  ^'"'1?^'^'  '"  *'>°««  «°"tl.ern  seas,  n. 
small  portion  of  the  qualities  which  marked  the 
almost  contemporary  Art  of  Venice,-the  glorv  and 
the  glow  of  Veronese,  Titian,  or  Tintoret.-From  tl  e 
same  romance  IS  No.  71:  a  charming  picture  in  to 
purest  style  of  the  later  Italian  Renaissance 

iTeavpn  of  fi;  V,''  *^''  crystalline  or  outermost 
heaven  of  the  old  cosmographv.  For  a  fair  there't 
fairer  none:  If  you  desire  a  Beauty,  thire  i.s  none 
more  beautiful  than  Rosaline. 

bn!ll-''X?/''°'°"'  1^V°  .f™.'"  an  Elizabethan  Song- 

booK,  first   reprinted  (it   is  believed)   in  Mr.    W. 

J.  Linton's 'Rare  Poems,' in  1S83 

that  fair  thouowest :  that  beauty  thou  ownest. 

trom  one  of  the  three  Song-books  of  T.  Campion 

who   appears  to  have  been  author   of  the    words 

which  he  set  to  music.     His  merit  as  a  lyrical  poet 

';S''il"|  ''''  "^^'"  'r''   »^"t  since^i;hei^t?.r- 
^otten)   has    been  again  brouglit  to  light  by   Mr 
Jiulen's  taste  and  research  :-s,,mn-«7  (st.  2)  is  IN 
conjecture  for  changing,  in  the  text  of  1001.     ^ 
the  star  Whose  worth's  unknown,  aWwngh  his  height 
be  taken:   apparently.   Whose   stellar   influenee    is 

plane  of  the  astrolabe  or  artificial  horizon  used  hv 
.istrologers  has  been  determined.  ^ 

ham  s  Arte  of  English  Poesie,'  15S9.  A  longer  and 
l"oa'!"/ /n'V/T  Published  in  the  'Arcadia'  of 
1590 :  but  Putt^nham's  prefatory  words  clear! v assign 
his  version  to  Sidney's  own  authorship.  *= 

keel:  keep  cooler  by  stirring  round. 
expense:  loss. 
prcase  :  press. 

Nativitu  oncein  the  main  of  light :  when  a  star  has 
risen  and  entered  on  the  full  stream  of  li^i!/^ 
another  of  rne  asirohyicul  phrases  no  longer  famiiikr. 
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Crooked   eclipses 
apparent  course. 
Wordswortli,  thinking  probably  of  the  '  Venns '  and 
the  'Lucrece,'  said  finely  of  Shakespeare:  'Shake 
speare  couid  not  havo  written  an  Epic:  he  would 
have  died  of  plethora  of  thought.'    This  prodigali  y 
of  nature  is  exemplified  equally  in  his  Sonnets.    -Tiie 
copious  selection  here  given  (which  from  the  wealth 
rL  Tffv,'"^    ™i-'  I'eqwed  greater  consideration  than 
any  other  portion  of  the  Edit -r's  task), -contains 
many  that  will  not  be  fully  felt  and  understood  with- 
out some  earnestness  of  thought  on  the  reader's  part 
lint  he  is  not  likely  to^regret  the  labour  ' 

upon  misprision  growing  :   either,  granted  in  error 
or,  on  the  growth  of  contempt.  ' 

With   the  tone  of  this  Sonnet   compare  Hamlet's 
•Give  me  tliat  man  That  is  not  passion's  slave  '&c 
Shakespeare  s  writings  show  the  deepest  sensitivel 
ness  to  passion  :--henc3  the  attraction  he  felt  in  tho 
contrasting  effects  of  apathy. 

</rame:  sorrow.    Rena  ssance    influences    long  im- 
peded the  return  of  Englisli  poets  to  the  charain- 
realism  of  this  and  a  few  other  poems  by  Wyat 
Pandion    in    the    ancient    fable    was    father    to 
'  Philomela. 
In  the  old  legend  it  is  now  Philomela,  now  Procne 
(tlie  iwallow)  who  suffers  violence  from  Tereus.  This 
song    has   a  fascination   in  its    calm    intensity  of 
passion;    that    'sad  earnestness  and   vivid  exact- 
ness     which    Cardinal    Newman    ascribes    to    the 
master-pieces  of  ancient  pootrj-. 
proved :  approved. 
censures:  judges. 

Exquisite  in  its  equably-balanced  metrical  flow. 
Judging  by  its  style,  this  beautiful  example  of  old 
Rimplicity  and  feeling  may,  perhaps,  be  referred  to 
the  ear  her  years  of  Elizahetli.    Late  forgot :  lately. 
^Pa^     T,'"^  a  little  Anthology  by  Nicholas  Breton, 
-.597.     It  IS,  however,  a  stronger  and  finer  piece  of 
work  than  any  known  to  be  his.— St.  1  silly :  simple  • 
dole  :  grief;  chief:  chiefly.    St.  3  //  there  be  .  .  .  ■ 
obscure  :  Perhaps,  if  there  be  any  who  sprak  harshly 
ot  thee,  thy  pain  may  plead  for  pity  from  Fate 
This    poem,    with   CO  and  143,    are    each   Kracefu] 
variations  of  a  long  popular  theme. 
That  busy  archer  :  Cupid.    Descries  :  used  actively  • 
points  out —'The  last  line  of  this  poem  is  a  little 
obscured  by  transposition.    He  means,  Do  they  call 
ungratefulness  there  a  virtue  ?  '  (C.  Lamb) 
White  lope  :  suggested,  Mr.    Bullen   notes,  bv  a 
passage  in  Propertius  (iii,  20)  describing  Spiriti  in 
the  lower  world  : 

Vobiscum  est  lope,  vobiscnm  Candida  Tyro. 
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cypres  or  cyjirus,— used  by  the  old  writers  fdv  <•rn^.p  ■ 

whether  from  the  French  cm^^e  «r  from'the  lZu\ 
•hence  It  was  in.jiorted.  lts\'iccidental  shn  far  ■ 
1  .suelling  to   cypress  has,   ],ere  an.l    in    Ar  tonv 

I'enseroso,  probably  confused  reader.  '' 

ramage :  confuted  noise. 

rhnl.^rf'r"''*''',  ''^:'ytl""g  like  this  funeral  dirge  '  says 
Charles  Lainb,  '  except  tlie  ditty  wliicli  reminds  Fc, 
d.nand  of  his  drowned  fatlier  in  the  Te  nest  A." 
that  ,s  of  the  water,  watery;  so  this  is  of  the  earth 
earthy  Both  have  that  intenseness  of  feeling  which 
cSnXtel.-'^'^  ''''''  '"^«  *"^  ele,nent'Weh"it 
Tarapln-ased  from  an  Italian  madrigal 

•    •     •     .    .     Non  so  conoscer  poi 
We  vol  Je  rose,  osian  le  rose  in  vol. 

crystal:  fairness. 
stare :  starling. 

Var  '^I?,9"sal  Verse 'was  written  in  liononr  of  the 
bn«  s^  ^^'^'^''ethand  Katherine  Somerset  Nowhere 
las  Spenser  more  emphatically  displayed  himself  as 

?    F^?j;^,^',°'^"^  ^'^''^^'-  Tl.e  Renaisknce    mpulse 
1    England  is  here  seen  at  its  highest  and  purest 
lie  genius  of  Spenser,   like  Chaucer's    does   tself 
.lustice  anlym  poems  of  some  length.    HencVit  is 
inipossible  to  represent  it  in  this  vo  nine  by  other 

ions'  'ln,?i£  '"t"''  '"',*  of  ""l.i'actieable^^i?ne,?- 
■Mons.    And  the  same  apphes  to  such  poems  as  the 
Lover's  Lament  or  the  Ancient  Mariner 
entrathd:  twisted.    Feateoushj  :  elegantly 
shend:  shame.  n'"i'J- 

fy^lepeer:  Robert  Devereux,  second  Lord  Essex 
hen  at  the  height  of  his  brief  triumph  after  taS 
tadix:  hence  the  allusion  following  to  the  P  liars   U' 


S,?  Itdiac.'"  ''"''  ""'''"''  "'"  ^"""'^  ■  ^''''''•-• 
This  lyric  may  with  very  high  probability  be  assicnied 

tn  T  ^"  1  i,  ^  evidence  sometimes  quoted  ascribing  it 
to  Lord  Bacon  appears  to  be  valueless.         "-''"'"^  ^^ 


.Summary  of  Book  Second. 

pen  .^  ;^  r^^  isr  est  ^^.  ^^^iJl 

lu.  C!.)wn  anu  eou;,uraiuauun  of  the  early  period.    Tiieii-  spleii- 
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(lid  Odes  are  far  in  advance  of  any  prior  attempts.  Snenaer'a 
vi°fi''*^=  t'^'^y.  exhibit  that  ,viderand  grander  range  which 

orPoPfrv'''?.f"r'"°^*^^"  ?'™Sg^'^«  °f  t^e  time  fonSS 
on  Poetry.    Our  Muses  now  give  expression  to  political  feel- 
ng^^to  religious  thought,  to  a  high  philosophic  s?atesmnsWp 
in  writers  such  as  Marvell,  Herbert,  and  Wotton- whilst   n 
Marvell  and  Milton,  again,  we  find  noble  attempts,  hithert 
rare  in  our  literature,  at  pure  description  of  nature  desS 
in  our  own  age  to  be  continued  and  equalled.    SwhTle  the 
poetry  of  simple  passion,  although  before  leeo  often  deformed 
by  verbal  fancies  and  conceits  of  thought,  and  afterwards  bv 
levity  and  an  artificial  tone,-produced  in  Herriek  and  Waller 
some  charming  pieces  of  more  flnished  art  than  tie  Elizabethan  • 
until  m  the  courtly  compliments  of  Sedley  it  seLs  to  SS^ 
Itself,  and  he  almost  dormant  for  the  hundred  S-sbe^S 

t^wS-TK?«^rf  ^"f^'"S  ^"*i  «^«  clays'of  Bu?ns  and 
Ku^ht  wSt  ii  fl^if  ^f  from  onr  early  style  to  the  modern 
I  rought  with  It  at  first  a  loss  of  nature  and  simplicitv  is  un- 
deniable .  yet  the  bolder  and  wider  scope  which  Poetry  took 
between  W20  and  1/00,  and  the  successful  etrortTthen  made  to 
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Pan  :  used  here  for  the 


1.  8tthigt:  hushed. 

1.  32  than,  obsolete  for  then 

Lord  yf  all. 

1.  38  co«»wr<:  Milton's  spelling  of  this  word,  hero 

twl^'^^T''^''^'  '^•''  ^^^"  followed,  as  it  is  unceitain 

whether  he  used  it  in  the  sense  of  accompanying; o- 

Kimply  tor  concert.  ^      j    v} 

iv^,\i^?-''*''"'f  ^f""'J^*-  household  gods  and  spirits 
of  relations  dead      Fia,«e„8  (1.   24)  Roman  pr  ests. 
That  twice-batter'd  god  (I.  29)  Da^on 
Lvi.^nlf'f'  "'^Egyptian  god  of°  Agriculture  (hero, 
perluips  byconfusv>n  witli  Apis,  figured  as  a  Bull) 
AV.J.  torn  to  pieces  by  Typho  and  embalmed  after 

fefl'^nrf r '*'''''''^-  °'!?'*-,    '^'^'^  "^^t'^e-  reproduced  in 
Syria  and  Greece  m  the  legends  of  Thammuz,  Adonis, 

ann  perhaps   Absyrtus,  may  have  originally  sicnifled 

the  annual  death  of  the  Sun  or  the  Yelr  under  the  in 

Huences  of  the  -venter  darkness.    Horus,  the  son  of 

Osms,  as  tue  New  Year,  in  his  turn  overcomes  Typho 

..  8  i*«g7ioi';er  d  grass :  as  watered  by  the  Nile  only 

(!.'  37)aC"oured'^'''"*'^"'  ^^'**'^°™-   ' bright-harness' d 

The  LateMasgacre :  the  Vaudois  persecution,  carried 

on  in  1655  by  the  Duke  of  Savoy     No  more  St v 

Sonnet  than  this  'collect  in  verse,'  asTt  harffi 

justly  named  probably  can  be  found  in  any  language. 

Readers  should  observe  that  it  is  constructed  on  the 

original  Italian  or  Provengal  model,    TWs  form  in  a 
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language  such  as  om-s,  not  affluent  in  rhviue  nresfinfq 
great  difficulties;  theVhyn.es  are  ajt  toTe 'Aed?o 
the  subsUnce  commonplace.    But,  when  successfully 

S^h'  'V'i^'.^c^""'*'^.^"^^  ^  ^^^'^"ty  of  effect  wliicii 
place  the  strict  Sonnet  above  the  less  compact  and 

SnPn,^v"l'/^  r'^'i?-°P>*''i^y  Shakespeare  Sidney, 
Spenser,  and  other  Elizabethan  poets, 

Cromwell  returned  from  Ireland  in  1650,  and  Marvel] 
probably  wrote  his  lines  soon  after,  whilst  living  at 
xXunappleton  in  the  Fairfax  household.  It  is  hence 
w.''""^'"J""r?  *''**(f,*-  21-24)  he  should  have  been 
deceived  by  Cromwell's  professed  submissiveness  to 
the  Parliament  which,  when  it  declined  to  register 
his  decrees,  he  expelled  by  armed  violence  :-one 
despotism,  by  natural  law,  replacing  another.    The 

S?  -'"f^-^^*  ^^b  '\o^^'evei-,  truly  prophesied  that 
result  in  his  last  two  lines. 

This  Ode,  beyond  doubt  one  of  the  finest  in  our  lan- 
l"il^^^"'^  mor^  in  Milton's  style  than  has  been 
leached  by  any  other  poet,  is  occasionally  obscure 
irom  imitation  of  the  condensed  Latin  syntax  The 
meaning  of  st  5  is  'rivalry  or  liostility  are  the  same 
to  a  lofty  spirit,  and  limitation  more  hateful  than  op- 
position. The  allusion  in  st.  11  is  to  the  old  physical 
doctrines  of  the  non-existence  of  a  vacuum  and  the 
impenetrability  of  matter  :-in  st.  17  to  the  omen 
traditionally  connected  with  the  foundation  of  the 
Capitol  at  Rome  ;~/orce<f,  fated.  The  ancient  belief 
that  certain  years  in  life  complete  natural  periods 
and  are  hence  peculiarly  exposed  to  death,  is  intro- 

c^    on    ']"ced  in  St.  26  by  the  word  cZmoc<m-c. 

Oh  89  Lyctdaa :  The  person  here  lamented  is  Milton's  col- 
lege contemporary,  Edward  King,  drowned  in  1637 
whilst  crossing  from  Chester  to  Ireland. 
Sstrict  Pastoral  Poetry  was  first  written  or  perfected 
by  the  Dorian  Greeks  settled  in  Sicily :  but  the  con- 
ventional use  of  it,  exhibited  more  magnificently  in 
Lyctdaa  than  in  any  other  pastoral,  is  apparently  of 
lioman  origin.  Milton,  employing  the  noble  free- 
•lom  of  a  gi-eat  artist,  has  here  united  ancient  mytho- 
logy, with  what  may  be  called  the  modeni  mytholon- 
of  Camus  and  Saint  Peter,-to  direct  Christian 
linages,  let  the  poem,  if  it  gains  in  historical  in- 
terest,^ suffers  111  poetry  by  the  harsh  intrusion  of  the 
writer  s  narrow  and  violent  theological  politics  — 
Ihe  metrical  structure  of  this  glorious  elegy  is  partly 
derived  ft-om  Italian  models. 

1.  11  Sisters  of  the  sacred  well :  the  Muses,  said  to 
frequent  the  Pierian  Spring  at  the  foot  of  Moui;t 

1.  10  Mona:  Anglesea,  called  by  the  Welsh  poets,  tlie 
Dark  Island,  from  its  dense  forests.  Deva  n.  in  i  iio 
fee  ;   u  river  whicli  may  have  derived  its  magioal 
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character  fn,„i  C.ltif.  traditiona:    it  was  Ion-  flm 
.oundary  of  liriton  and  Eii«lish.-Tl„.«e  pS  aro 
urpneu8{l.  hi)  was  torn  to  pieces  bvTliracian  wonieu 

*  cpherd     L  t  KZ^^i-  ''f  ,^«""'^'««  previously  for  a 
Sfe  thread  Siire'^'"'^^"^^--  ^^^'-^P""'  ^^^^ed  to 

^iSei^slJe^ltlo),  f^^'""'"*-'   '^'^'"^"   ^'"l   Italian 

used  here  lil^e  Collins'  oaten  stop  11   No  Ifib^  fo,' 

&.(Y  ilfST/'  ^^^."'»«  g-l  of  th;  "^H. 
fv,  ?i     A,i  ■'  ?  Nereid.  Certain  names  of  local  deities 

af  1';,"';  •"r  '"yt"ol"Ky^'«"cler  some  feature  in  the 
an-  vSd  witlf  f}:^'-  ^^^"^f' the  Greeks  studied  am 
an.  ijseu  T,vitli  then-  usual  imeouallcd  insight  and 
^:o hng.  Panope  Hoems  to  express  the  bounXssi^ss 
of  the  ocean-horizon  when  seen  from  u  he  cht  as 
compared  with  the  limited  sky-line  ftirfaui  fn 
hdly  countries  such  as  Greece  o'r  Asia  Wino  •  CavZ 
(I.  19)  the  Cam  ;  j.ut  for  King's  Universitv  TAe  «a» 
ruine  flower  (1    22)  the  H.vaeinth  of  t  e  ancient 

robably  our  Iris.  The  Pilot  (1.  23)  sLnt  PeteV 
iiguratively  introduced  as  the  head  of  the  ChmS  o  I 
n?  i  '-.t"  *^°''^*''"    *''«  i'""i  "f  "ui-  corrupted  cler^v  ' 

time  were  excited  to  alarm  and  persec^  t  on  by  a  few 
conversions  to  Roman  Catholicism  which  had  Lent!  v 
upS  to'tl't  '? '^  ''''T  '^  Southern Gree! 
Swart !tar(\  mil  ""'^"'^f  ^  *°  J°'"  f'e  Arethuse 
itaT.i-      /  ■  V^)  *''e  Dog-star,  called  swarthy  because 

^e«e»w«  (1.  37)  a  giant,  apparently  created  here  bv 

?!a  Id's  t^rTfl  ^"'r^" "'  ''''  a»«i-'t  t^tle  oFt 
J.ana  s  ^lind.     r^e  grrea/!  Fi«io;j, ;— tlie  story  was  tint 

the  Archangel  Michael  had  apj.eared  on  ihe  rock  by 

Marazion  in  M..unt's    Bay  wiiich  bears  his  ii^mA 

MUton  calls  on  him  to  turn  his  eyes  fro  u  the  south 

homeward,  and  to  pity  Lycidas,  if  Ids  body  1  as 

drifted  into  the  troubled  waters  off  the  Land's  End 

I'^inisterre  being  the  land  due  south  <,f  Mamz  on  two 

•laces  ni  that  district  (then  through  our  tmdc  w  t 
Corunna  probably  less  unfamiliar  to  Engl  sh  ears 
are  miined  -ATamancos  now  Mujio  in  Gal  cia  Ba«o«a 

loith  of  the  Minho,  or  perhaps  a  fortified  rock  (one 
ot  the  Cus  Islands)  notunlike  Saint  M'>hacrs  Mount 
at  the  entrance  of  Vigo  Bay.  -uuuni, 
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s^'TVSrfB'?"rrr'''rr,-'    '^'"^»  Tl.ebes  was  de- 
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tp.va.,,.au^y:„:j;;'Si^'i,-ss-^- 

Favonius  :  tlie  spring  wind 
6-  103    I.  „8  Sijdnaean  showers:  oithar  in  alius  on  fnii.^ 


,;f  r.V,„-i  "'".''"«  "issomiion  of  the  third  Pari  am Pf 
03  lis    A  niasterpiece  of  humour,  yruce,  and  gentle  feeling, 
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■U  y^^}^  Hcrnck's  unfiiiliiig  art,  kept  prcciselv 
within  tlie  peculiar  Key  wliicli  he  chose,— or  Nature 
for  hiiii,— in  his  I'listorals.  L.  2  the  god  unthorn  ■ 
liiiberbis  Apollo.  St.  2  heads  :  jnayers. 
With  butter  tn>tis  ami  less  dillusenrss,  Quarlcs 
n}iKht(one  would  tliiiik)  hivve  retained  more  of  that 
high  place  which  he  held  in  popular  estimate  ainoiiK 
his  contemporaries. 

From  Prison:  to  wliich  his  nc*ivo  supjjort  of  Cliarles 
I  twice  brought  the  high-.sjiirited  writer.  L.  7 
hods:  thus  in  the  original ;  Lovelace,  in  his  fanciful 
way,  making  here  a  mythological  allusion.  lUrdx, 
commonly  substituted,  is  without  authority.  St.  .'i 
1.  1  co»imi<fe(i;  to  prison. 
St.  2  1.  1    lue-god  :  Neptune.  • 

Waly  waly  :  an  exclamation  of  sorrow,  the  root  and 
the  pronunciation  of  which  are  preserved  in  the  word 
catencaul.  Brae,  liillside :  hum,  brook:  hush; 
adorn.  Saint  Anton's  Well :  below  Arthur's  .Sent 
by  Edinburgh.  Cramasie,  crimson. 
Ihis  beautiful  example  of  early  simplicity  is  found 
in  a  Song-book  of  102o. 
hurd,  maiden, 

eorfiiffs,  crows  •  fail,  turf;  hause,  neck  :  theek.  tl.atcli. 
—it  not  in  their  origin,  in  their  present  form  this, 
with  the  preceding  poem  and  138,  appear  due  to  the 
beventeenth  Century,  and  have  therefore  been  placed 
in  Book  II.  * 

I'll-  iJ.ftcal  and  the  prosaic,  after  Cowley's  fashion 
bb  -ju  fiuiously  in  this  deeplj'-felt  elegy. 
J'ci  I'.ffi  MO  poem  in  this  collection  is  inoredelicatelv 
Uuv.Kvx,  ..aoro  exquisitely  finished.  By  placing  his 
(lef-awr.uun  of  the  Fawn  in  a  young  girl's  mouth. 
Ma/Viu  has,  as  it  were,  legitimated  that  abundance 
of  iiijiigmative  hyperbole'  to  which  ho  is  always 
partial :  Jie  makes  us  feel  it  natural  that  a  maiden's 
tavourite  should  be  whiter  than  milk,  sweeter  than 
sugar—  hhes  without,  roses  within.'  The  iioet's 
imagination  is  justified  in  its  seeming  extravagance 
by  the  intensity  and  unity  with  which  it  invesfs  his 
picture. 

The  remark  quoted  in  the  note  to  No.  05  applies 
equally  to  those  truly  wonderful  verses.  Jfarvell  here 
t  irows  himself  into  the  very  soul  of  the  Oardm  with 
the  imaginative  intensity  of  Shelley  in  his  West 
JFfMrf.— rhis  poem  appears  also  as  a  translation  in 
Marvel  1  s  works.  The  most  striking  verses  in  it 
here  quoted  as  the  book  is  rare,  answer  more  or  less 
to  stanzas  2  and  C : — 

Alma  Quies,  teneo  te  !  et  te,  germana  Quietis, 
Wimplicitas  !  vos  ergo  diu  per  templa,  per  urbes 
Quaesivi,  regum  perque  alta  palatia,  frustra  : 
Seel  vos  hortorum  per  opaca  silentia,  longe 
Ctlarunt  plantae  virides,  et  concolor  umbra. 
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^^ll<^9ro  and  //  Pemeroso.    It  is  a  stnkinVproof  of 

s  im.ld  IVm  ,  •'  ■'^^"''scape  in  our  language, 
siioiilrt  St  11  iviiiain  siii>reme  in  their  stvln  X, 
mngo  var  ety,  and  melodious  boautvTl'o  Bright 
and  the  Thoughtful  aspects  of  Natu,;  a r  I  o f  S 
aro  their  subjects :  but  each  ^/preceded  bv  a 
mythological  introduction  in  a  n.ixed  cTassta  and 
Italian  uianner.-Withthat  of  L'Allepro  may  hVcom 

liook  of  S.  Mannion's  gi'acefu.  Cupid  and  Psyr' 

The  mountauMiymph ;  coniparo  Word,s\vorth-8  Sonn. 
n  r;.';    *•    ,?*^'^  '"  «WO«i7jo/i  to  the  prccpdinc  bv 
a  syntactical  license  n  .t  uncommon  with  Milton  '    " 
1.  14  Ciniosuve;  the   Pole  Star.     Corydon,    Tkursis 
etc. :   Shepherd  names  from    he  old  Idylls.  ^K 
(1.  2S)  an  elementary  form  of  violin 
1.  24  Jomon'a  learned  sock  :  Hi.s  comedies  are  deenlv 
coloured  by  classical  study.    L.   28   Lydian  ai^,- 
used  here  to  express  a  liglit  and  festive  stylo   of 
ancient  niusic.    Tlie  '  Lydian  Mode,'  one  of  the  seven 
'E''  •  '•'  "'"''^  identical  wfth  our 

1.  3  bestead:  avail.  T.  10  n/zirv*^  r*!. .•.„ 
Cassiopeia,  the  leg^idiry^Que^u  ff  EWopif' mi 
*Sr-i"''^f  "'^iil"^"''"8-^**'^«  constellaTions.^  '  '"^' 
/;?nif  •  ,"?  ^^°°"=  *^''"c"  seems  here  to  have 
transfen-ed  to  her  chariot  the  dragons  ancimtiv 
assigned  to  Demeter  and  to  Medea  anciently 

ffer»«e«  called  Trisinegistus,  a  mystical  writer  of  the 

of  Athenian  Tragedy.    Buskin'd  (\.  30)  iS    in 
opposition  to  80cfc  above.    L.  32  Musaeni  .-a  poet 
Mythology.    L  37  him  that  left  half-told  :  Chaucer 
m  his  incomplete  '  Squire's  Tale.'  v^naucei 

great  bards  :  Ariosto,  Tasso,  and  Spenser  are  here 

1.  9,  10.  But  apples,  &c.  A  One  example  of  Marvell'>? 
imaginative  hyperbole.  'F'"  "i  Jianeus 

1.  6  concent :  harmony. 

PnK  w  f'^'^F'  .£a»ciful,  yet  solemn  beauty  :_ 
mZI^  l^H^^  intensified  by  the  mysticism  of  Hemy 
More.— St.  2  m<mument :  the  World  neniy 

Entitled  '  *   "        •     — 
1097.' 
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Notes 


Summary  of  Book  Third 

It  is  more  difficult  to  cliaracterlze  the  English  Poetry  of  the 
Eighteenth  century  than  that  of  any  other.    For  it  was  an  age 
not  only  of  spontaneous  transition,  but  of  bold  experiment : 
it  includes  not  only  such  absolute  contrasts  as  distinguish 
the  '  Rape  of  the  Lock '  from  the  '  Parish  Register,'  but  such 
vast  contemporaneous  differences  as  lie  between  Pope  and 
Collins,  Burns  and  Cowper.    Yet  we  may  clearly  trace  three 
leading   moods   or    tendencies :— the  aspects  of  courtly   or 
educated  life  i-epresented  by  Pope  and  carried  to  exhaustion 
by  his  followers ;  the  poetry  of  Nature  and  of  Man,  viewed 
through  a  cultivated,  and  at  the  same  time  an  impassioned 
frame  of  mind  by  Collins  and  Gray :— lastly,  the  study  of  vivid 
and  simple  nan-ative,  including  natural  description,  begun  by 
Gay  and    Thomson,  pursued  by  Burns   and  others  in  the 
north,    and   established  in   England  by   Goldsmith,    Percy, 
Crabbe,  and  Cowper.     Great  varieties  in  style  accompaniecl 
these  diversities  in  aim  :  poets  could  not  always  distinguish 
the  manner  suitable  for  subjects  so  far  apart :  and  the  union 
of  conventional  and  of  connnon  language,  exhibited  most  con- 
spicuously by  Burns,  has  given  a  tone  to  the  poetry  of  that 
century  which  is  better  explained  by  reference  to  its  historical 
origin  than  by  naming  it  artificial.    There  is,  again,  a  noble- 
ness of  thought,  a  courageous  aim  at  high  and,  in  a  strict 
sense  manly,  excellence  in  many  of  the  writers  :— nor  can  that 
period  be  justly  termed  tame  and  wanting  in  originality, 
which  produced  poems  sucli  as  Pope's  Satires,  Gray's  Odes 
and  Elegy,  the  ballads  of  Gay  and  Carey,  the  songs  of  Burns 
and  Cowper.     In  truth  Poe+ry  at  this,  as  at  airtimes,  was 
a  more  or  less  unconscious  mirror  of  the  genius  of  the  age  : 
aiubthe  many  complex  causes  wliich  made  the  Eighteenth 
century  the  turning-time  in  modern  European  civilization  are 
also  more  or  less  reflected  in  its  verse.    An  intelligent  reader 
will  find  the  influence  of  Newton  as  markedly  in  the  poems  of 
Pope,   as   of    Elizabeth  in  the   plays  of  Shakespeare.    On 
this  great  subject,  however,  these  indications  must  here  be 
sufficient. 
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We  have  no  poet  more  marked  by  rapture,  by  the 
ecstasy  which  Plato  held  the  note  of  genuine  inspira- 
tion, than  Collins.  Yet  but  twice  or  thrice  do  his 
lyrics  reacli  that  simplicity,  that  sinceram  sermonis 
Attici  gratiam  to  which  tliis  ode  testifles  his  entlni- 
siastic  devotion.  His  style,  as  his  friend  Dr. 
Johnson  truly  remarks,  was  obscure;  his  diction 
often  harsli  and  unskill'ully  laboured  ;  he  sti-uggles 
nobly  against  the  narrow,  artificial  manner  of  his  age, 
but  his  too  scanty  years  did  not  allow  him  to  reach 
perfect  mastery. 
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tit ;  i,?f  '*•!  "?/  Syracuse.    Her  whose  .  .  .  woe  • 
J  w!'*"P'^'  '  fur  ^vhich  Sophocles  seems  to    avo 
entertained  a  peculiar  fondness ' ;  Collins  here  reflrs 
to  the  famous  chorus  m  the  dedipuratCoionuB 
'St.  4  Cephisus:  the  stream  encircling  Athens  on  thn 

tTuu^t^^^^'"^ M\  song,  when  Imperial  tyranny  was 
established  at  Rome.  St.  7  refers  to  the  Italhn 
rC"T.f  f^'"'*'"^  °f  *'^«  Renaissance:  Ii  Coll  "s' 
s^.J^?"*''  '"f  ^'""O^*  unknown  in  England!  S 
wa^ds  Sifnnl?'V  '''"f  ^""^'^^  sympathftically  tt 
St  Q  n?  ]2^^""*J  ^^  ^''®  «0'»«s  to  inspire  the  poet 
Ht  9  Of  these :  Taste  and  Genius.  ^ 

oomnw'l  i'     ^"  ^'^^  '*''^«"  t'»s  splendid  ode  was 
in\?a^l!?nvtTnl,""l'-''"^  been  printed,  whethe 
that  it1«  L   1  ^"Sland,  in  regard  to  Welsh  poetry, 
tnat    t  IS  hard  to  discover  whence  Gray  drew  l.i4 

khZ\^fn'^''''1\  '^^'  ^""^^'^  massacr^  of  tSe  Ba  3 
tureof  5L^I'^^"'\^^  groundless  in  Stephens'  iS" 
oTnifllll'^''^^  ^,P.?'^^'«  «'■»*  i"  the  family  history 
Ti^l  77S  •  bK«  f,  ^^^J-^^"'(«i'- 1600),  not  publish 
to  cSe's  m,tnr.*°7  ^e«"'?  to  have  passed  in  MS. 
by  Grav  ThL  ,?/'  ^^'^""J  \*  ""'^y  li*^'«  '^een  taken 
LleweUvn  ^^^^  rft'^T^  **?  Mgh-bom  HoeUnd  soft 
Juieweuyn;  to  Cadwallo  and  Urien;  may   simil-irlv 

T.,1    vl  .i°  ^^-  Wharton,   was    n  Gray's  hands  l.v 
J«l.y  mo,  and  may  have' reached  Idrn^by    757     It 
is    however,  doubtful  whether  Gray  (of  whose  an 
q  a.ntance  with  Welsh  we  have  no  evideiTce)  must 
not  have  been  also  aided  by  some  Welsh  scholar    H,. 

raiXin'  '  sof^'o^r  ^^tl  '^  t^^-Sttlr  epthets" 
nm]  »!i'-  11  .^^  Sentle  IS  the  epithet  emphaticallv 
We  sh^T  oeW  n^n^"  ^^^  ^Y''^^''  >"  contends  ^ 
prSriJ  y  Yerw?fh^'f '  ^T""  "?f  ^'"'  Particular 
St  "tested  Sa'r^..T,*  ?»cl!  assistance  as  we  ha\-o 
niie«esteci,  (jiay  could  hardly  have  selertprl  ti.o 
ej-ithet,  although  applied  to  the  King  Vn  47  i1 
""fong  a  crowd  of  others,  in  Lly^^d  G  vt's  o!i"p^ 

1  >v!ft  f  n     ^^^-     Hetiu-ns   to  tlie  glory  ami   nrr^ 
w^^/"i?'''ll'^  *'i«  accession  ..f  the  Tu  ort  rl" 
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High-hmi  Hod,  goft  Llewellyn  (I.  15);  the  Dmertatio 
de  Bardit  of  Evans  names  the  first  as  son  to  the  King 
Owam  Gwynedd:  Llewelyn,  last  King  of  North 
nales,  was  murdered  1282.  L.  16  Cadwallo:  Cad- 
waUon  (died  631)  and  Urien  Rheged  (early  kings  of 
Gwynedd  and  Cumbria  respectively)  are  mentioned 
by  Evans  (p.  78)  a»  bards  none  of  whose  poetry  is  ex- 
tant. L.  20  Modred :  Evans  supplies  no  data  for  this 
name,  which  Gray  (it  has  been  supposed)  uses  for 
Merlm  (Myrddin  Wyllt),  held  prophet  as  well  as 
poet.— The  Italicized  lines  mark  where  the  Bard's 
song  is  joined  by  that  of  his  predecessors  departed. 
L.  22  Arvon :  the  shores  of  Carnarvonshii-e  opposite 
Anglesey.  Whether  intentionally  or  through  ig- 
norance of  the  real  dates,  Gray  here  seems  to 
represent  the  Bard  as  speaking  of  these  poets, 
all  of  earlier  days,  Llewelyn  excepted,  as  his  own 
contemporaries  at  the  close  of  the  thirteenth  cen- 
tury. 

Gray,  whose  penetrating  and  powerful  genius  ren- 
dered him  in  many  ways  an  initiator  in  advance  of 
his  age,  is  probably  the  first  of  our  poets  who  made 
some  acquaintance  with  the  rich  and  admirable  poetry 
m  which  Wales  from  the  Sixth  Century  has  been 
fertile,— before  and  since  his  time  so  barbarously 
neglected,  not  in  England  only.  Hence  it  has  been 
thought  worth  while  here  to  enter  into  a  little  detail 
upon  his  Cymric  allusions. 

1.  6  She-wolf:  Isabel  of  France,  adulterous  Queen  of 
Edwai-d  II.— L.  35  Towers  of  Julius ;  the  Tower  of 
part,  according  to  tradition,  by 


m 


the  badge  of  Richard  III.  L.  7 
Queen  Eleanor  died  soon  after  the 
L.  18  Arthur :  F  -  VII  named 
feeling  and 

&f   Culloden, 


London,  built 
Julius  Ccesar. 

143    —    1.  2  bristled  hoar 
Half  of  thy  heart 

conquest  of  Wales     _. 

his  eldest  sou  thus,  in  deference  to 
story. 

M4  101    The   Highlanders   called   the   battlt, 
Drumossie. 

145  102  Ulttng,  singing  blithely :  loaning,  hroadlano  :  btights, 
pens:  acorntnf^,  rallying :  dowie  dreary:  daffin'  and 
17a&6m',  joking  and  chatting  :  leglin,  milkpail :  shear- 
ing, reaping :  bandsters,  sheaf-binders :  lyart,  grizzled  : 
runkled,  wrinkled  :  flceching,  coaxing :  gloaming,  twi- 
light: bogle,  ghost :  dool,  son-ow. 

147  164  The  Editor  has  found  no  authoritative  text  of  this 
poem,  to  his  mind  superior  to  any  other  of  its  class 
in  melody  and  pathos.  Part  is  probably  not  later 
than  the  seventeenth  century :  in  other  stanzas  a 
more  modem  hand,  much  resembling  Scott's,  is 
traceable.  Logan's  poem  (163)  exhibits  a  knowledge 
rather  of  the  old  legend  than  of  the  old  verses.— 
Hecht,  promised  ;  the  obsolete  hight :  mavis,  thrush : 
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dka,  every :  lav  rock,  lark  :  haugha,  valley-meadows : 
tmned,  parted  from  :  marrow,  mate :  «j/ne,  then, 
riio  Royal  George,  of  108  guns,  whilst  undergoing  a 
partial  careening  at  Spithead,  Avas  overset  about  lo 

""•"■, ^^^X?'  ^1^2-  J^'^  *°*al  l«ss  was  believed  to  be 
nearly  1000  souls.-This  little  poem  might  he  called 
one  of  our  tnal-pieces,  in  regard  to  taste.  The  reader 
who  feels  the  vigour  of  description  and  the  force  of 
pathos  underlying  Cowper's  bare  and  truly  Greek 
iiimplicity  of  phrase,  may  assure  himself  ae  valde 
profecigse  in  poetry. 

A  little  masterpiece  in  a  very  difficult  style :  Catullus 
himself  could  hanlly  have  bettered  it.  In  ci-ace 
tenderness,  simplicitj',  and  humour,  it  is  worthy  of 
tlie  Ancients :  and  even  more  so,  from  the  complete- 
ness and  unity  of  tlie  picture  presented. 
Perhaps  110  writer  who  has  given  such  strong  proofs 
t>f  the  poetic  nature  has  left  less  satisfactory 
poetry  than  Tlioinson.  Yet  this  song,  with  '  Rule 
Britannia  and  a  few  others,  must  make  us  regret 
Cvritin'"       »ot  more  seriously  apply  himself  to  lyncal 

With  what  insiglit  and  tenderness,  yet  in  how  few 
words,  has  this  painter-poet  here  himself  told  Love's 
aecret  I 

hi  Aeolian  lyre :  the  Greeks  ascribed  the  ori2in  of 
*Jejr  Lyrical  Poetry  to  the  Colonies  of  Aeolis  in  Asia 

Thracia'H  hills  (1.  9)  supposed  a  favourite  resort  of 
Mars.    Feather  d  king  (1.  13)  the  Eagle  of  Jupiter, 
admirably  descr.!>ed  by  Pindar  in  a  passage  here 
imitated  by  Gray.    Idalia  (1.  19)  in  Cyprus?  where 
tytherea  (Venus)  was  especially  worshipped. 
hb  Hyperion :  the  Sun.    St.  6-8  allude  to  the  Poets 
of  the  Islands  and  Mainland  of  Greece,  to  those  of 
Rome  and  of  England. 
1.  27  Theban Eagle:  Pindar. 
I.  5  chaste-eyed  Queen :  Diana. 
From  that  wild  rhapsody  of  mingled  grandeur,  ten- 
derness, and  obscurity,  that '  medley  between  inspii-a- 
tion  and  possession,'  which  poor  Smart  is  believed  to 
have  wntten  whilst  in  confinement  for  madness. 
the  dreadful  light:  of  life  and  experience. 
Attic  tcarbler :  the  nightingale. 
sleekit,  sleek :  bicker  Ing  brattle,  flittering  flight :  Uiith, 
loth :  pattle,  ploughstaff :  whyUs,  at  timos   a  daimen- 
icker,  a  corn-ear  now  and  then :  thrave,  shock :  lave, 
Teat:foggage,aiteT-gra.a3:  snell,  biting:  btit  hald, 
wiUiout dwelling-place :  ^ftoie,  bear:  cranreuch,  hoar^ 
Irost:   thy  lane,  alone:   a-gley,  off  the  right  line, 

stoure,  dust-storm  ;  braw,  smart. 
scaith,  hurt ;  tent,  guard  :  steer,  molest. 
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drumlii',  imuldy  ;  lirk,  bircli. 

oreet,  cry:  daurna,  dare  jiot.— Tlicic  can  Inivllv  ,.v;.4 

a  poem  2nore  truly  tragic  in  the  l.igh  s t   cnsT   l,a, 

cnecl  till  his  eyes  were   bleared:   /ojypm    IcaDin  '  • 

Bm-ns  justly  named  this  'one  of  the  most  beautiful 

Spo?a  ed  KprH^"'^l''"-'^"«"«g«-'  One  to 
inteirolated  by  Beattie,  is  here  omitted  :— it  contains 
two  good  hues,  but  is  out  of  harmony  with  th« 
origma  poem.  Bigonet,  little  cap  :  probablv  alteml 
<  om  beguinette:  thraw,  twist:  caiZer,  fiesl, 

XtoTm   eSf?  ''"''  attempts/failed  to  ini- 
pio^etnisjittie  absolute  masterp  ece  of  music   ton- 

eS?f.;pr''r  ?""'*//  this  'Romance  of  ali'fe'r, 
e  ^ht  lines  -i;erjc ;  strictly,  scared  :  uneasy 

imv^S^n^''*""'  \  '■""'-  ^'"^  '■  «''««'.  sniall  wood  in  a  hol- 
low, spinney :  hnoiveH,  knolls 

JO,  sweetheart :  hrent,  smooth :  vow  head 
texl,  faithful.    St.  3  fain,  happy^     '  ' 

^lenry  VI  founded  Eton. 

Written  in  1773,  towards  the  beginning  of  Cowiie,-'« 
second  attack  of  melancholy  madness-a  time  when 
he  altogether  gave  up  prayer,  saving,  '  For  h  n  to 
CrLf  ^w^n"^'^  only  anger  iSod'the  mor^.-'Yet 
'myoriSa!^  "^'  "'""  ^^"^'  "  ^^"^^  '-'c  beeil 
The  Editor  would  venture  to  class  in  the  vei-v  first 

„ratitucle  to  the  Lady  Avhose  atlectionate  care  for 
nany  years  gave  what  sweetness  he  could  eninvt/.n 
lite  raccally  wretched.  R^trarch's  s  mets^have  a 
more  ethereal  grace  and  amove  perfect  ,  sh  •  Shake^ 
speare's  more  passion  ;  Milton's  stand  sunrei  e  h^ 
stael.ness;  Wordsworth's  in   de^h  an d  delicac 

fur\.  ^^°r;P''^  ""*?«  ^^it^  a»  exquisiteness  in  tl  0 
t  irn  of  thought  which  the  ancients  would  have  called 
Irony,  an  intensity  of  pathetic  tenderness  1  miliar  f 
his  loving  and  ingenuous  nature.-Therels   luc   man 
nerism  much  that  is  unimportant  or  of  now  exhS 
interest  m  his  poems:  but  where  j^g '?"'^*''''^'i"stea 
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is  great,  it 
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ith  that  elementary  gi-eatness  which  rests  on  the 
most  univei-sal  Iminan  feelings.  Cowper  is  our  h  ahest 
master  in  simple  pathos.  ^  mghest 

Cowper's  last  original  poem,  founded  upon  a  slow 
nqj  "ll'^-r- "  'Voyages.''  It  was  written  March 
V      ', -if, ^^^^  '"  "^'^*  J'^'ai  s  April, 
very  little  except  his  name  appears  recoverable  with 
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Azotes  ^^,e 

s  ,il  o'l,  ^'.""'Pgliain,  \m.-Everla»tim ;  used  with 


Summary  of  Book  Fourth 

tirst  tliirtv  rears  nV  +)>«  Ar^'^'i^P*'""*'  composed  during  the 

a.ice  of  individual  gei^us  that  hovv.vilP'Vf '^""-^PP^^''- 
•splendid  national  acCemenffAf  mv^"'  Y^''^^  ^^^'e"^  the 
pnlse  from  the  ^vv^n^^ofShZ  n^^^^^?^""^  "^^^^'^  *°  *"  """ 
adequate.  The  first  Fi^pIrIv^.^-^P"''^'"  ^^1^  ^">P'™  is  in- 
the  'most  consj  cuous    i  rwT  v!f''";™^  «"« »'esult,- 

essentiallyreti™^';,  "'S't?At^^^^^^  '"  ^''^^^  '»«»«"••« 

^^•hic]l  tlirouKli  enau  rv  an^  iff*  ''1^^'^"'*  '"^'^'e  Potentspu-it 

weakness,  sSepT^Z^kind  romfd '&  *^'T^'V  ^^f^^*'*  ^"^ 
loo  confidently  argr of  Advanlh,,?'°^f  ^"^*'  ^«  8°»>e 
formation:  and  it  is  to  thk  f^^;  ^r  '  '^"t)  of  gradual   Trans- 

of  Modern  K  rope.  J3^  v,-thon/"!!ff  *'"^';^  *^"  "*«''^t'"'« 
on  the  motive  caiises  of  SeotuLf  *"'"?,*'"?, /l''scussiou 

"tilers,  we  may  XeTve  tlntthP  J  p^  r°'"'' •  ®,^'"°y'  '^n^l 
perfection  the  latei  tendencL  of  the  rlf'^""'''^  to  further 
simplicity  of  narrative  rPvnvPnL  V  C^"*"i'y  Preceding,  in 
Character  '"n  eve^"  sphere  and  W  ^°/  ''"'"^'1  Passion°'and 

the  finer  passages  of  tLXuZ  ti  in'n'i'^'  *"  'P^'^"*  '"*" 
landscape,  alar.'erseL  of  Hn^L.-f  '""5,, meanings  of  the 
tained,  an  1  perhaps  unaf ta?L^  "'*'"*y.'~^'"'""*o  scarcely  at- 
inferio'r  indiS  af  genius  Tn  1  ,3  f^  l^^-'^^^^^''^  °f  "«* 
the  Greeks  in  theif  Joit  mav  S;*^  •^^^i^V^^^''^' ^"er 
centuries  it  has  l rof-id^tselfthfi  nfnff*""J^**..^"""g  «^ 
nations  for  Poetry  exwessprfn  fhLr°^*  i?''^^^  gi^ed  of  all 
and  prodigality  of  ^ts  m?^.     ^f  ^^  "?^?*^^  ^'S^^^t  strength 

lutely  proportionate  to  sf rpwh  »t^!i  P,""ty  in  taste  is  abso- 
raised  itseU^o  ."asp  and  to^  'piT;^  ^•'''''^  °,V^^  *^«  '"ind  J'a« 
love  most  will  be  fofuurto  lo,'"St  "Ise,?'"'"'''  ^''''^^  ^^''"^ 
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But  the  gallery  which  this  Book  offers  to  (ho  reader  will  aid 
him  more  than  any  preface.  It  is  a  roral  Palace  of  Poetrv 
which  he  is  invited  to  enter : 

Adparet  domus  intus,  ct  atria  longa  patcscunt-- 

though  it  is,  indeed,  to  the  sympathetic  eve  only  that  its 
treasures  will  be  visible. 
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This  beautiful  lyric,  printed  in  1783,  seems  to  antici- 
pate in  its  imaginative  music  that  return  to  our  great 
early  age  of  song,  which  in  Blake's  own  lifetime  was 
to  prove,— how  gloriously !  that  the  English  Muses 
had  resumed  their '  ancient  melody ' ;— Keats,  Shelley 
Byron,— he  overlived  them  all.  '  ' 

itout  Cortez :  History  would  here  suggest  Balboa  • 
(A.T.)  It  may  be  noticed,  that  to  find  in  Chapman's 
Homer  the  '  pure  serene '  of  the  original,  the  reader 
must  bring  with  him  the  imagination  of  the  youthful 
poet ;— he  must  be  '  a  Greek  himself,*  as  Shelley  llnelv 
,  .said  of  Keats. 
The  most  tender  and  true  of  Byron's  smr.ller  poems 
This  poem  exemplifies  the  peculiar  skill  with  which 
Scott  employs  proper  names :— a  rarely  misleading 
sign  of  true  poetical  genius.  " 

Simple  as  Lucy  Gray  seems,  a  mere  narrative  of 
what  'has  been,  and  may  be  again,'  yet  every  touch 
in  the  child's  picture  is  marked  by  the  deepest  and 
purest  ideal  character.  Hence,  pathetic  as  the  situa- 
tion  is,  this  is  not  strictly  a  pathetic  poem,  such  as 
Wordsworth  gives  us  in  221,  Lamb  in  204,  and  Scott; 
in  his  Maid  of  Neidpnth,—'  almost  more  pathetic  ' 
as  Tennyson  once  remarked,  'than  a  man  has  the 
right  to  be.'  And  Lyte's  lovely  stanzas  (224)  suggest 
perhaps,  the  same  remark. 

In  this  and  in  other  instances  the  addition  (or  the 
change)  of  a  Title  has  been  risked,  in  hope  that  the  aim 
of  the  piece  following  may  be  -grasped  more  clearly 
and  immediately. 

This  beautiful  Sonnet  was  the  last  word  of  a  youth 
in  whom,  if  the  fulfilment  may  ever  safely  be  pro- 
phesied from  the  promise,  England  lost  one  of  the 
most  rarely  gifted  in  the  long  roll  of  her  poets. 
Shakespeare  and  Milton,  had  their  lives  been  closed 
at  twenty.flve,  would  (so  far  as  we  know)  have  left 
poems  of  less  excellence  and  hope  tlian  tlie  youtli 
who,  from  the  petty  school  and  the  London  surgery 
passed  at  once  to  a  place  with  them  of  'high  col- 
lateral gloiy.' 

It  Is  impossible  not  to  regret  that  Moore  has  wi-itten 
so  little  in  this  sweet  and  genuinely  national  style 
A  masterly  example  of  Byron's  command  of  strong 
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"SflyVhmSsi^roTll^eli"  J^^'^'-  --^^  ".e  next  is 
Bonnivard,  a  GcncvPsP  «•«!  -^^^  was^vartl  intensity. 

'courageous  defence  of  1  sronnfi,     -^^.".7^  ^<''"  '»'« 

With  which  PiedVnont  thrcatSj'lf  "i"'^  "'"  *>^«»y 

'alf  of  the  Seventc"nt    ccnh  iv    '*  4»"ng  the  Urst 

il'sh-Ks'lnder  ^^11'^/''''.'  ^^^^-^  the 
"•Hler  Moreau  in  a  forP,^  nl"'  ?,"'^.*''<'  F>'e"cli 
i/«de«,neaus'k;^,.!L£<,l"'''  ''""'°''-      ^'"-« 

music  of  the  rarest  oi^m^v^^^^''  t°.  *  ^ild-wood 

less  any  conscious  S£  o?feeW  ^\*^'*^°'  f"'' 

the  pathetic  meaning  is  left  ?n  il   °^  attempted:- 

mere  presentment  of  the  sSuation  '"f'*"'^  ^^  *'»'' 
cism  has  often  named  this  xS        \  """""'^  c"ti. 

Homeric  mannerT  superflda^  f,.^'*^  ^  *^"«^  ^^e 
simple  facility;  but  fl?stS' J °n  '*^  apparent 
truth  one  of  the  least  conimn^  excellence  in  it  is  in 

This  style  should  be  compS  SitHLV^  ^"^^^-J^- 
Perfect  in  its  way  the  sS??!,^  ^.^^l'^.*  ^«  "ot  less 
the  expression  of  birtL,!      "°.*^  °"*  '^^  J^ner  feeling 

XtrcaTs?yttiiH3"^^^^ 

tender,  ene^rg^tic^^Vnselflsh*^n.°.^,f .*'^?*«r  --^^^i 
to  And  some  reflex  of  trnc7  "*^.l?*-    '^  it  fancifu 
ar^Mary  .'    Out  of  the  kM?''*^''.  i!^  ^^^  ^""■«' 
con-et;covertonaTiinsiH^^^*"''!''^*^«*^^^^     •  • 
This  book  his  not  a  fpx™    ^T***"  •  *ro»ble. 
more  perfeTt  executton  th^^J^  ^'^*?"  Po^^'e^"  and 
which  we  h^ve  ventured  to  m^^i  T^  the  extract 
Hearted  author's  SadThouaL^^.^  o^T  S'^  <ieep- 
are  more  emphatically  mXVhv  f^*^"    ^"^  »<>"" 
quisiteness.  ^  marfeed  by  the  note  of  ex- 

st.  3  inch :  island. 
Fron.  P,etr,MChmren(iS09),  by  Charles  and  Mary 
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Lamb.  Tliis  tender  and  original  little  piece  seems 
clearly  to  reveal  the  work  of  that  nohle-mindcd  and 
afflicted  sister,  who  was  at  oiico  the  happiness,  the 
misery,  and  the  lifc-lony  blessing  of  her  equally 
noble-minded  brother. 

278  'JS9  Tliis  poem  has  an  exaltation  and  a  glory,  joined  with 
an  exqnisiteness  of  expression,  whicli  place  it  in  the 
liighest  rank  among  the  many  masterpieces  of  its 
illustrious  Author. 

280  300  interlunar  sxeoon:  interval  of  the  moon's  invisi- 
bility. 

294  .304  Calpe :  Gibraltar.  Lofoden  :  the  S[aelstrom  wliirl- 
pool  otr  the  N.W.  coast  of  Norway. 

20.".  .305  -This  lovely  i)oem  refers  here  and  there  to  a  liallad  by 
Hamilton  on  the  subject  better  treated  in  10.3  and 
104. 

307  315    Arcturi :  seemingly  used  for  northern  »tars.     And 

'wild  roses,  S^c.  Our  language  has  perhaps  no  liiu; 
modulated  with  more  subtle  sweetness. 

308  310    Coleridge  describes  this  poem  as  the  fragment  of  a 

di'eam-vision, — perhaps,  an  opium-dream? — which 
\  composed  itself  in  his  mind  when  fallen  asleep  after 
reading  a  few  lines  about  'the  Khan  Kubla'  in 
Purchas'  Pilgrimage. 
312  318  Ceres'  daughter:  Pi-oserpine.  Ood  of  Torvient : 
Plut«. 

320  321    The  leading  idea  of  this  beautiful  description  of  a 

day's  landscape  in  Italy  appears  to  be— On  the  voyage 
of  life  are  many  moments  of  pleasure,  given  by  the 
sight  of  Nature,  who  has  power  to  heal  even  the 
worldliness  and  the  uncharity  of  man. 

321  —    1.  23  Amphitrite  was  daughter  to  Ocean. 

.325  322  1.  21  Maenad :  a  frenzied  Nymph,  attendant  on 
Dionysos  in  the  Greek  mythology.  May  we  not  call 
this  the  most  vivid,  sustained,  and  impassioned 
amongst  all  Shelley's  magical  personifications  of 
Nature  ? 

326  —  ].  5  Plants  under  water  sympathize  with  the  seasons 
of  the  land,  and  lience  with  the  winds  which  aflect 
them. 

.827  323  Written  soon  after  the  death,  by  shipwreck,  of 
Woi-dsworth's  brother  John.  This  poem  may  be  pro- 
lltably  compared  with  Shelley's  following  it.  Each 
is  the  most  complete  expression  of  the  innermost 
spirit  of  his  art  given  by  these  gi-eat  Poets : — of  that 
Idea  which,  as  in  the  case  of  the  trne  Painter,  (to 
quote  the  words  of  Reynolds,) '  subsists  only  in  the 
mind :  The  sight  never  beheld  it,  nor  has  the  hand 
expressed  it :  it  is  an  idea  residing  in  the  breast  of 
the  artist,  which  he  is  always  labouring  to  impart, 
and  which  he  dies  at  last  without  imparting.' 

328    —    the  Kind :  the  human  race. 

331  327    the  lloyal  Saint :  Henry  VI. 
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lie  that  loves  a  rosy  cheek  .       go 

He  is  iionc  on  the  luountaiii 0(34 
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In  Xanadu  did  Kubla  Khan ?Aih 
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]My,  when  I  behold  the  roses  sprouting  '^^  ^^ 

Lawrence  of  vb-tuou8  father  vii-tuoussSn -o 

Le    no  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds.   \ ll 

Me !  I  know  not  what  thou  art  ,;:; 

liiko  as  the  waves  make  townrdstlic  pebbled  siioic'  '  '  .r 
Like  to  the  clear  in  highest  sphere  .'°''  •  '  •  ;t 
Love  in  my  bosom,  like  a  bee  .  .  .      H 

-ovem  thy  youth,  fair  Maid,  be  wise." ^ 

Love  not  me  for  comely  grace  ^ 

i.O  !  where  the  rosy-bosom'd  Hours  ".  ".■.■.;■.:;::■    jJe 

Many  a  green  isle  needs  must  be  ,  ,„„ 

■umV,^T'*"*'}^y''<'^^''"'o<"f>- string.;  .'  .' i^? 
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O  what  can  ail  tliee,  kuight-at-arius     .   .  ^^^/l 

o^iil'isn''^^;^-'''''''^         ■  ■  •  i 

Obscurest  night  involved  the  skv             Voq 
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Of  Nelson  and  the  North  ....          ^,7 

Of  Neptune's  empire  let  us  sing           ra 

Of  this  fair  volunie'which  we  World  do  name    '.'.'.'''  53 

Oft  I  had  heard  of  Lucy  Grav                                oi« 

Oft  in  the  stilly  night    .    .   .'. |J-; 

Oh  snatch'd  away  in  beauty's  Mooi.i           iii 

On  a  day,  alack  the  day    ...             ,£ 

On  a  Poet's  lips  I  slept     ...          qoA 

Once  did  She  hold  the  gorgeous  East  in  fe(*' 941 

One  more  Unfortunate  .  .,*i 

One  word  is  too  often  profaned itl 

On  Linden,  when  the  sun  was  low        oi-i 

Ove?tlfJ  mounfainr'';  '"  *'"  '''^'■'^'^^  '^^'^  '^^^^^^  ■   ■    H' 

*    *   • 84 

Pack,  clouds,  away,  and  welcome  dav  Ar 

Phoebus,  arise  ...                               ^ 

Pibroch  of  Donuil  Dim  . '    '   '  9qq 

Poor  Soul,  the  centre  of  my  sinfureartli to 

Proud  Maisie  is  in  the  wood !!".!!!''  258 

Queen  and  Huntress,  chaste  and  fair gj 

Rough  Wind,  that  moanest  loud  ooa 

Ruin  seize  thee,  ruthless  King   ...."".'      .'.'.■    140 

Season  of  mist  and  mellow  fruitfulness  ooq 

See  with  what  simplicity  ...                 ' ^^r 

Shall  I  compare  thee  to  a  summer's  dav ?^ 

Shalll,  wasting  in  despair      ...       -,^0 

She  dwelt  among  the  imtroddcn  wavs         oXr 

She  is  not  fair  to  outward  view  .     '           on? 

She  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night  .   .       .m/i 

She  was  a  Phantom  of  delight    ...          on,.. 

Since  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  earth,  nor  boundless  sea  '   "   "  "4 
Since  there  s  no  help,  come  let  us  kiss  and  part          'so 

Sleep,  angry  beauty,  sleep  and  fear  not  me          • qi 

Sleep  on,  and  dream  of  Heaven  awhile    .                "   '   '   "  i?4 

Sleep,  sleep,  beauty  briglit  .  .                       !„* 

Souls  of  Poets  dead  and  gone     .       057 

Spring,  the  sweet  Spring,  is  the  year's  pleasant  king  '   '   '  1 

Star  that  bnngest  home  the  bee  .                             fa      •   •  ^ 

Stern  Daughter  of  the  Voice  of  God oao 

Surprized  byjoy— impatient  as  the  wind 030 

Sweet,  be  not  proud  of  those  two  eyes              on 

sweet  Highland  Girl,  a  very  shower  . oTk 

sweet  Love,  if  thou  wilt  gain  a  monarch's  glory  '.'.'.'.[  '14 
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Sweet  sireain,  that  win.ls  tliroii-1,  yonder  gla<lo  ^  ^'4 

Swiftly  walk  over  the  western  wave  .........'..    i{l 

Take,  O  take  those  lijis  away  '    "<,„ 

Tux  not  the  royal  Saint  with  vain  cxiiense .«i 

lellmenot,  Sweet,  I  an  unkind    .  tl 

Tejf  me  where  is  Fancy  bred  ...  ^ 

That  time  of  year  thou  may'st  in  me  behold o-T 

lliat  which  lier  slender  waist  confined    .  oi- 

The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  rartins  dav 17.7 

The  forward  youth  that  would  appear    ' Vt^ 

lie  fountains  mingle  with  the  river         .nl 

llie  glories  of  our  blood  and  state    .  "i^ 

lie  last  and  greatest  Herald  of  Heaven's  king rl 

The  lovely  las.s  o'  Inverness  " i^^^ 

The  man  of  life  upright *., 

The  merchant,  to  secure  his  treasure ir." 

the  more  we  live,  more  brief  appear    . -ioj 

Ihe  nightingale,  as  soon  as  April  bringeth     9^ 

The  poplars  are  fell'd  :  farewell  to  the  shade 107 

There  be  none  of  13eauty's  .laughters       .  inl 

There  IS  a  flower,  the  les.ser  Celandine  . frZ 

Ihere  IS  a  garden  in  her  face  .  il 

1  here's  ^lot  a  joy  the  world  can  give  like  "that  it  take.sawaV  '>'v> 
There's  not  a  nook  within  this  solen.n  Pass  '"^'^•^'i"'''y  -•>- 

Thfir?%'^*'"'^'1V"''"^*'^''''«™ve,andstreanr   .'   '.   [  341 
Ihe  sea  hath  many  thousand  sands  00 

The  sun  is  warm,  the  sky  is  cleai' o^« 

The  sun  upon  the  lake  is  low  .  .:„? 

The  twentieth  year  is  well-nigh  iiast        io^ 

Ihe  worl.l  is  too  much  with  us  ;  late  ami  soon r'm 

They  are  all  gone  into  the  world  of  light    .  .      tm 

Ihey  that  have  power  to  hurt,  and  will  do  none 2." 

This  is  the  month,  and  this  the  happy  morn         ta 

This  Life,  which  seems  so  fair    ,  rV 

Though  others  may  her  brow  adore       o. 

Thou  art  not  fair,  for  all  thy  red  and  while oi 

Ihon  still  unravish'd  bride  of  quietness         00? 

T  iree  j-ears  she  grew  in  sun  and  shower ono 

Ihy  braes  were  bonny,  Yarrow  stream            ti'a. 

I  imely  blossom.  Infant  fair  .   .   .              {*a 

Tired  with  all  these,  for  restful  death!  cry   "   '   '       •   •   •    ^^° 
Toll  for  the  Brave    .......  ,^* 

Tome,  fau- Friend,  you  never  can  be  oid if 

To  one  who  has  been  long  in  city  pent  000 

Turn  back,  you  wanton  flyer  .   .  ,  ^ 

'Twas  at  the  royal  feast  for  Persia  won" lio 

Twas  on  a  lofty  vase's  side     .   .             ,q; 

Two  Voices  are  there ;  one  is  of  the  Sea  .'   .'.'.''.''■  .'41 

Under  the  greenwood  tree    ....                       "  » 

Upon  my  lap  my  sovereign  sits  .   ."   '  .'  '   ...'.''■■  105 

Verse,  a  breeze  'mid  blossoms  stravinir  qqii 

Victorious  men  of  earth,  no  more  l  .".  ,   '   '   *  ."  .'   '  '  '  74 
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Waken,  lords  and  ladies  gay '070 

Wee,  sleekit,  cow'rin',  tiiu'rous  beasiif    ..!.!!!*    I6S 
Weep  not,  my  wanton,  smile  upon  my  knee     .  37 

Weep  you  no  more,  sad  fountains •   •   •   •      ^  ^ 

Were  I  as  base  as  is  the  lowly  plain •   ■    •   . 

We.talk'd  with  open  heart,  and  tongue 3% 

We  walk'd  along,  while  bright  and  reil     ....       '    '   '   •    J^'.j^ 
We  watch'd  her  breathing  thro'  the  night    ....  '    2bo 

Whenaa  in  silks  my  Julia  goes '     95 

When  Britain  first  at  Heaven's  eoniniand    '. 130 

Wlien  first  the  flery-mantled  Sun '294 

When  God  at  first  made  Man "78 

Wlien  he  who  adores  thee  has  left  but  the  name 24(> 

When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall "   "      23 

When  I  consider  how  my  light  is  spent    .   .   . 76 

Wlien  I  have  borne  in  memory  what  has  tamed     ,    .  243 

When  I  have  fears  that  I  may  cease  to  be   .  '    229 

When  I  have  seen  by  Time's  fell  hand  defaced      4 

When  I  survey  the  bright '    l"?!) 

AVhen  I  think  on  the  happy  days \^-> 

When  in  disgrace  with  fortune  and  nion's  eyes 10 

When  in  the  chronicle  of  wasted  time  ...  I'i 

When  lovely  woman  stoops  to  folly  ....  150 

When  Love  with  unconflned  wings •    •   ■   •      ^^ 

When  maidens  such  as  Hester  die     .......''    262 

When  Music,  heavenly  maid,  was  young  .   .  let 

When  Ruth  was  left  half  desolate "   '    313 

When  the  lamp  is  shatter'd S'jJ; 

When  the  sheep  are  in  the  fauld,  and  the  kye  at  liamc  178 

When  thou  must  home  to  shades  of  underground               '  37 

■\\Tien  to  the  sessions  of  sweet  silent  thought    .   ,       "       '  '>4 

When  we  two  parted !   !  221 

Where  art  thou,  my  beloved  Son 270 

Where  shall  the  lover  rest !   .    .  2''2 

Where  the  bee  sucks,  there  suck  I    .......   .          '  "^ 

Where  the  remote  Bermudas  ride l''4 

Whether  on  Ida's  shady  brow '          .          '  197 

While  that  the  sun  with  his  beams  hot ...'...'''  32 

Whoe'er  she  be ■   •   •   ■  ^- 

Why  art  thou  silent  ?    Is  thy  love  a  plant  .   '.    '. 020 

Why  so  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover  ....                     '   '   '  foo 

Wliy  weep  ye  by  the  tide,  ladie "15 

With  how  sad  steps,  O  Moon,  thou  climb'st  the  skies'   '.   '.  "nn 

With  little  here  to  do  or  see 091 

With  sweetest  milk  and  sugar  first    .   .   .   .'  .'  [  .'  .'  .'  .'  ."  112 

Yc  banks  and  braes  and  streams  around 177 

Yo  banks  and  braes  o'  bonnie  Doon 157 

Ye  distant  spires,  ye  antique  towers !  !  '  185 

Ye  Mariners  of  England .  .  235 

Yes,  there  is  holy  pleasure  in  thine  eye   .   .  .    .  '.   '.  .  .*  "  284 

Yet  onee  more,  O  yu  laurels,  and  once  more  .   ,  .       '.  '  6H 

You  meaner  beauties  of  the  night ,  ,  ,  gg 
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